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Dramatis Perfonae. 

ESC ALUS, Prince of Yerom. 

Paris, a young Nobleman lit lo've iviih ]>x\itty and kin/man 

to the Prince, 
Montague, 7 T*wo Lords of antient families y Enemies to 
Capulet, j each other ^ 

Romeo, ^on to Montague. 

Mercutio, Kinfman to the Prince and Friend to Romeo. 
Benvolio, Kinfman and Friend to Romeo. 
Tybalt, Kinfman to Capulet. 
Friar Lawrence. 
Friar John. 

Balthafar, Ser<vant to Romeo. 
Page to Paris. 

Gr'^gory,' } ^''"^^'^'^ '' ^"P"^"^* 

Abram, Servant to Montague. 

apothecary, 

Simon Catling, 1 

Hugh Rebeck, > 3 Muficims, 

Samuel Soundboard, j 

Peter, Servant to theNurfe, 



Lady Montague, Wife to Montague, 

La^ Capulet, Wife to Capulet. 

Juliet, Daughter to Capulet, in !o<v€ ^ivith Romeo, 

Nurfeto Juhet. 

CHORUS. 

Citizens of Verona, feveral men and ^women, relations to 
Capulet, Majkersy Guards , Watch, and other Attendants, 

The SCENE, in the beginning of the fifth ASi^ 
is in Maiitua ; ddring aU the rejl of the Piety ^ in 
axfd pf^ar Verona, 




Romeo and Juliet. 

A G T I. 

SCENE, "The Sirett^ in Verona. 



Enter Sampfon and Gregory, {mtb fimrds 
buiklersy) two Jirvants of the Czfukts. 



Sampson. 

fCyi^^iy^REGORrf on my word, we'll not carry coals. 
M ^ M Gre^. No, for then we fhould be colliers. 
Sam. I mean, an' we be in Choler, we'll 

■^MC Jlt«M 



draw. 
Gre^. Ay 
neck out of the collar. 



while you live, draw your 



Sam. I flrike quickly, beinjg; movM. 

Greg. But thou art not quickly mov'd to ftrike. 

Sam. A dog bf the houie of Montague moves me. 

Greg. To move, is to ftir ; and to be valiaivt \& \.o 
^jtand : therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou tatvtCft.a'^vj . 

Soar, A dog of that Aoufe Aall move mc lo ft.wi^ • ^ 
wiU uke the wail of zny man, or maid of M<ttttague'' 
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8 Romeo and J u .l i e t. 

Grtg. That fhews thee a weak flave ; for the weakeft 
goes to the wall. 

Sam. True, and therefore women, being the weakeft, 
arc ever throft to the wall:— — therefore I will piifh 
' Montagtte*% men from the wall, and thrufl his maids to 
the wall. 

Greg, The quarrel is between our mailers, and us 
their men. 

Sam, 'Tis all one, I will Ihew myfelf a tyrant : when 
I have fought with the men, I will be cruel with the 
maids, and cut off their heads. 
' Greg, The heads of the maids ? 
■ • Sam, Ay, the heads of the maids, or the maidenheads, 
take it in what fenfc thou wilt. 

Greg, They muft take it in fcnfe, that feel it. 

o/jw. Me they ftiall feel, while I am able to (land : 
and 'tis known I am a pretty piece of flcfh. 
J Greg, 'Tis well thou art not iifh : if thou hadft, thou 
jhadfl been Poor John, Draw thy tool, here comes of 
the honfe of the Montagues, 

Enter Abram and Balthafar. 

< Sam* My naked weapon is out; quarrel, I will back 
thee. ^ • 

Greg, Hov^^, turn thy back and run } 

Sam. Fear me not. 

Greg. No, marry : I fear thee ! 

Sam. Let us take the law of our fides : let them begin. 

Greg, I will frown as I pafs by, and let them take it 
as they lift. 

Sam, Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb at 
. them, which is a difgrace to them if they bear it. 

jihr. Do you bite your thumb at us. Sir ? 

Sam, I do bite my thumb. Sir. 

jibr. Do you bite your thumb at us. Sir ? 

Sam. Is tne law on our fide, if I fay, ay } 

Greg, No. 

Sam, No, Sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, &r : 
but J bite my thumb. Sir. 
^»^. DoyoQ guarrel. Sir? 
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Ahr. OuarreJ^ Sir f no. Sir, 
Sam. tfyou do, Sir, Xam fbr you ; I ferve as good a 
man, as you. 

^^r. No better. 

^bm. Well, Sir. .: ^ ' J . 

Extir Bcnvcli^. 

Greg. Say, better : iiere comes onr of mf muAt\ 
kinfmen.- 

&Mv« Yes, better. Sin ^ 

Mr. Yoii ly«. 

Sam. ; I>raw, if yotu be men. Gm^for^^ remember tk)r 
iwafhing blov(. W^f^ 

MiM, Part, fools, pat up your fwords^yMi'kiiovuMt 
what you do. 

ir«/^r Tybalt. 

Tyh. Wbat, an tboii ^vi^ among tbeie beatfaft 
binds ? 
Turn the«, Bemf^liB, look Upon tby dia^h^ 

Ben. I do but keep the peace ; put i^ thy ftrord. 
Or manage it to part thefe men with me. 

7>^. What drawn, and talk of pettce ? I bate the word 
As I hate hell, all MeHt agues and thee : 
Have at thee, coward. [f^i^^*^ 

Enter three or four dtixeniwth chhs. 
« 
Cit. Clubs, bills, and parlifans ! (bike ! beat them^' 
down ! J 

Dotwn with the CapuUts^ down with the Montagues ! 

Enter old Capulet in his gown, aud lady Capulet. ^ ; 

Cap, What noife is this ? give me my long fword, ho l^« 

La. Cap. A crutch, a crutch -, why call you for a<* 

fword ? 
Cap, My fword, I fay: old Montague is come. 
And flourifhes his blade in ipi^htof me. 

^ . ^ A 5 ' BnW 
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Enter old Moi^tagQe, and Lady Montague. 

Mon. Thou villain, (?«/«/<?/ — Hold me not, let 
me go. 

La. Mon. Thou (halt not ftir a foot to feek a foe. 

Enter Prince ivith attendants. 

Prin. Rebellious fubjedls, enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this neighbour-ftained fleel— — 
Will they not hear? what ho! you men, you beafty. 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains iiTuing from your veifls ; 
On pjun of torture, from thofe bloody hands 
Thiiw your mif^temper*d weapons to the ground. 
And hear the fentence of your moyed Prince. j 

Three civil broils, bred, of an airy word. 
By thee, old CapuUt^ arid MdntagM^ 
Hflye thrice diflurb'a the qujet pi our flreets.; 
And made Verona^% ancient citizens 
Call by their gtave, befeeming, ornaments ; 
To wield old partizans, in hands as. old, 
Cankred with peace, to part your cankred hate ; f 
If ever you difturb our ftrects again, . , 

Your lives fhall pay tjie forfeit of the peace. 
For this lime all the reft depart ^way, , . : . » 

You Capulety ihall go along with me ; 
And, Montaguey come you this afternoon, 
To know our further pleafure in this cafe, 
To old free-town, our common judgment-place : 
Once n\ore, on p^n of deaths ail men depart. 

[Exeunt Prince and Capuht, i^c. 

La. Mon. Who fet this ancient quarrel nevv abroach ; 
Speak, nephews were you by, when it began? 

Ben. perewere the feryants of vour.adverfary, 
4nd yo^i^ clofe fighting,' ere I did approach ; 
I drew to part them : Jn the inflant came 
^he fiery TyhaJty witli' his fword prepar'd. 
Which; as he breath'd defi£;nce to my ears^ 
He fwang abbnt*hi« head, and cut the winds : 
WBo, nothing hart withal, hifs'd \iim \tv koixi. 
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While we were interchanging thnifts and blows^ 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part* 
'Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 

La, Mon. O where is Romeo f Saw you him to-day? 
Right glad am I, he was not at this fray. 

Bex. Madam, an hour before the wormippid fun 
Peer'd through the golden window of the. call, 
A troubled mind drew me to walk abroad : 
Where underneath the grove of fycamow. 
That weftward rooteth from the city fide. 
So early walking did I fee your fon. 
Tow'rds him I made; but he was 'ware of me, 
And ftolc into the covert of the wood. 
I, meafuring his aifeftions by my own, 
(That moft are bufied when they're mod alone,) 
Parfued my humour, not purfuing him ; 
And gladly (hnn'd, who gladly fled from me. 

MoH. Many a morning hath he diere been feen 
With tears augmenting the frefh morning-dew ; 
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep ftghs : 
But allfo foon as the all-cheering fun 
Should, in the farthefl eafl,' begin to draw 
The fhady curtains from jfurora^s bed ; 
Away from light fteab home my heavy fon, 
^nd private in his chamber pens himfelf^ 
Shttts up his windows, locks fair day-light out. 
And noakes himfelf an artificial night. 
Black and portentous muil this humour prove, 
Unlefs gooa.counfel may the caufe remove. 

Mea, My noble uncle, do you know the cau/e ? 

Mon. I neither know it, nor can learn it of him. 

Bea. Have von importun'd him by any means i 

MoH, Both Dy nayfelf and many other friends ; 
But he, his own atfedUons' councilor, . >. 

Is to himfelf, 1 will not fay, how true; -'] 

, But to himfelf fo fecret and fo clofe. 
So far from founding and difcovery ; 
As is the bud bit with an envious worm, (i) 

fi) Ai/'s /// B//if, Sit w/'fi aft ettvicus Wornty 

£r, ^ caft/jf^eaii bis fwut Ltavtt gg tbo Air, 
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Ere he can fpread his fweet leaves to the air, 
Or dedicate his beauty to the fun. 
Could we but learA from whence his forrow« grow, 
, We would as willingly give cure, as know. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben, See, where he comes : fo.pleafe you, ftep afide, 
1*11 know his grievance, or be much deny'd. 

Mon. I would, thou wert fo happy by thy flay 
To hear true flirift. Come, Madam, let's away. \^Exeunt. 

Ben. Good-morrow, coufin. 

Rom. Is the dav fo young t • 
■ Ben. But new Itruck nine. 

Rom. Ah me, fad hours feem long ! 
Was that my father that went hence fo faft ? 

Ben. It was : what fadnefs lengthens Rcmeo*s hours ? . 

Ro» Not having that, which, having, makes them ihort. 

Ben. In love? 

Rom. Out 

Ben. Of love ? 

Rom. Out of her favour, where I am in love. 

jStf». Alas, that love, fo gentle in his view. 
Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proof! 

Rom» Alas, that loye, whofe view is mufHed fcill. 
Should without eyes fee path- ways to his will ! 
Where fhall we dine ?•— O me ! — What fray was here ? 

Or dedicate his B^wty to the Same J To the fame? Sure, 

att the Lovers of Shahjfeare aod.PQrtry' wilj agroe, chat this is a 
very idle, 4rag^ing ParapUromatic, as the Qraromariana ftyle it. But 
•ur Author generally in his Simtlies is accurate in the doathhg of 
fhem, and therefore, I believe, ' would " not have overcharged this 
io infipidly. Whei> we come to confidcr, that there is fome power 
clfe befide* halmy Air, that brings forth, and makes the tender Buds 
(%read themfelves, X do not think it improbable that the Poet wrote ^ 

Or dedicate hk Beauty i^ the Sun. 

Or, according to tke more obfolcie fuelling, Sunnfy which brings »t 
■*•"" to the Traces of the com upicd Text, 
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Yet tell me not, for I have hcy/d it all. 

Here's much to do with hat^, jbut more with love : 

Why then, O brawling love ! O loving hate 1 

Oh, any thing of nothing firft create ! 

heavy lightncfs ! ferious vanity ! 

Mif-(hapen chaos of well-fecming forms ! 

Feather of lead, bright fmoke, cold fire, fick health! 

Still-waking deep, that is not what it is ! 

This love feel I, that feel no love in this. 

Doft thou not laugh ? 

Ben. No, coz, I rather weep, 

Rom, Good heart, at what ? 

Ben, At thy good heart's opprefHon. 

Rom, Why, fuch is love's tranfgreflion. ■ ■ ■ 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my bread; 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have them preft 
With more ef thine ; this love, that thou haft ihew^i 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a fmoke rais'd with the fume of fighs. 
Being purg'd, a fire fparkling in lovers' eyes; 
Bting vext, a fea nouriih'd with lovers' tears; 
What is it elfe ? a madnefs mofl difcreet, 
A choaking gall, and a preferving fwect : 
Farewel, my coufln ; [Goings 

Ben, Soft, I'll go akng. 
And if yen leave me fo, yoa do jne wrongl 

Roi.^, Tut, I have loft myielf, I am not here; 
This is not Romeo, he's fome other where. 

Ben, Tell me in fadnefs, who (he is you love ? 

Rom, What, (hall I groan and tell thee ? 

Ben. Groan? why, no; bnt fadly tell me, who. 

Rom. Bid a fick man in fadnefs make his will ?-— 
O word, ill-urg'd to one that is fo ill !■ ■ ■ 
In fadnefs, coufin, I do love a woman. 

Ben. I aim'd fo near, when I fuppos'd you lov'd. 

Rem, A right good marks-man ;— and fhe's faif >I love.. 

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is fooneft hit. 

Rem. But, in that hit, youmifs; — fhc'U not be hit 
Willi Cupid's arrow i (he hath Diaifi wit ; 
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And, in flrong proof of chaftity well arm'J, 

From love's weak childifh bow, (he lives unharmM. 

She will not ftay the fiege of loving terms. 

Nor 'bide th' encounter of afTailing eyes. 

Nor ope her lap to faint-feducing gold. 

O fhe is rich in beauty ; only poor. 

That when (he dies, with her dies beauty's (lore. 

BcTt, Then (he hath fworn, that (he will ftill live chade? 

Rom, She hath, and in that fparing makes huge waile. 
For beauty, ftarv'd with her feverity, 
Cuts beauty o(F from all pofterity. 
She is too fair, too wife j wifely too fair. 
To merit blifs by making me defpair; 
She hath forfworn to love, and in that vow 
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

Ben* Be ruPd by me, forget to think of h^r; 

JImv. O, teach me how I (hould forget' to think. 

Ben, By giving liberty unto thine eyes i , . 
Examine other beauties. ; • 

Rm, 'Tis the way 
To call hers (exquifite) in queftion more ;. 
Thofe happy maflcs, that kifs fair ladies' brows, = 
Being l^lack, pot us in mind they hide the^fair ^ 
He that is ftrucken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treafuje of his eye-fight loft. i 

Shew me a miftrefs, that is pacing fair ; 
What doth her beauty ferve, but as a note. 
Where I may read, who pafsM that paffing fair ? 
Farewef, thou canft not teach me to forget, 

Ben, I'll pay that dodrine, or elfe die in debt. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Capulet, Paris, ami Servant, 

Cap. And Montague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard 
For men lo old as we to keep the peaae. 

Par, Of honourable reck'ning are you both. 
And, pity 'tis, you liv'd at odds fo long : 
But now, my Lord, what fay yoyi to my fuit } 
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Cap, But faying o'er what I have faid before : 
My child is yet a ft ranger in the world, 
She hath not feen the change of fourteen years ; 
Let two more fummers wither in their pride. 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. 
Par. Younger than fhe are happy mothers made. 
Cap,, And too foon marr'd are thofe fo early made : 
The earth hath fwallowed all my hopes but fhe. 
She is the hopeful lady of my earth : 
But woo her, gentle Pan's, get her i:^fa^t, 
My will to her confent is but a part ; 
If fhe agree, within her fcope of choice 
Lies my confent, and fair according voice : 
This night, I hold an old accuflom'd feal(. 
Whereto I have invited many a gueft. 
Such as I love ; and you among the ftore. 
One mare, mod welcome, makes my number more." 
At my poor houfe, look to behold this night 
Earth-treading ftars that make dark heaven's light, 
€uch comfort as do lufty young men feel, 
When well-apparel'd j^I on the heel 
Of limping winter treads, ev'n fuch delight 
Among frefh female-bqds (hall you this night - 
Inherit at my houfe ; hear all, all fee. 
And like her mo&, whofe merit moil ihall be : 
Which on more view of many> mine, being one. 
May ftand in number^ tho' in reckoning none. 
Come, go with me^ Go, firrah, trudge about. 
Through {mFenna \ find thofe perfons out, 
Whofe names arc written there ; and to them fay. 
My kouie and welcome on their pleafure flay. 

. . [Exeunt Capulet and Paris. 

J^rv. Find them out whofe names are written here ? 
I -^It is writteh, that the Shoemaker fhould meddle 
with his yard, and the Taylor with his Jail, ihe Fifher 
^ith his pencil, and the Painter with his nets. But I • 
401 fent to find thofe perfoiv^ whofe names are here writ; 
and can never find what names the writing peKot^ Wxii 
W writ. I muil to the Learned, — In good um^,— 



E>itcr 
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Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben. Tut, man t one fire burns out another's burnii 
One pain is leflen'd by another's anguifli : 
Turn giddy, and be help'd by backward turning ; 

One defperate grief cure with another's languil 
Take thou fome new infcdion to the eye. 
And the rank poifon of the old will die. 
Rom. Your plantan leaf is excellent for that. 
Ben. For what, I pray thee ? 
Rom. For your broken fliin. 
Ben. Why, Rameo^ art thou mad ? 
Rom. Not- mad, but bound more than a mad-man 
Sh^t up in prifon, kept without my food, 
Whipt and tormented : and — Good-e'en, good fell< 

\T9 the S^rw 
Ser^M God gi' good e'en : I pray. Sir, can you rca 
Rem. Ay, mine own fortune in my mifery. 
Ser*v^ Perhaps* you have leam'd it without boo 
but, I pray. 
Can you read any thing you fee ? 
Rein. Ay, if I know the letters and the language. 
Serv. Ye fay honeflly,, reft you merry. ■ 
Rom. Stay, fellow, I can read. 

[He reads the letter,] 

SIgnior Martino, anJ his nuife and daughters: Co\ 
Anfelm and his heauieoui Jifters \ the lady nuido^w of \ 
truvio ; Signior Placentia^^ amd his lo<vely nieces; Mercii 
and his brother Valentine ; tnim uncle Capulet, his «u 
and daughters ; my fair niece Rofaline; Livia ; Signior \ 
lentio, and his ffl^« Tybalt; Lucio, and the li*vely Helei 
A fail ai&mbly ;. whither fliould they come ? (2) 

{%) A fair Jffembhf £ WbiSber JhnU th^ cdmtf 
Serv. Up. 

Rom. JVhitbtrf to Sapper? 

Serv, To our Iloufe."] Rtmeo had rpad over the Li/V of invi 
Cueftsj but he muft be a Proph-r, to know they weic invited 
Supper. This comes much inore aptly from the Servamt^ Anfw 
thiiMjR(>m^^s Queitionj aad oiu/V uodoubt^ly be pUced to bim. 

Ux.Waibun 



RoME^o'^ffi Ju'liit, 17 



Ser^j, Up.- 



Roou Whither? 

Ser'u. To fnpper, to our houfe. 

Rom, Whofe hQufc^j? 

Ser'v, My mafter^s. 

Rom. Indetdy I ihould have aikt you that before. 

Ser<v, Now Fll tell you without alking. My mafter is 
the great rich Capuku and if you be not of the hoafe of 
Mmtaguesy I pray, come and crufh a cup of wine. Reft 
yon merry. [Exit. 

Ben, At this fame antient feaft of CafuUt*% 
Sups the fair Rofalin&y whom thou fo lov'ft j 
With all the admired beauties of Vtrona, 
Go thither, and, with untainted eye. 
Compare her face with fome that I fliallfhow. 
And I will make thee think thy fwan a crow. 

Rvm. When the devout religion of mine eye. 

Maintains fuch falfhoods, then tarn tears to fires I 
AiKi thefc, who, often drown'd, could never die, 

Tranfparent hereticks, be burnt for liars I 
One fairer than my love! th* all-feeing fun 
Ne'er faw heF match, iince firft the world beeun. 

Ben. Tut I tut 1 vou faw her fair, none elie being by; 
Herfelf pois'd with hcrfelf, in either eye : 
But in thofe cryftal fcales, let there be weigh'd 
Your lady-love againft fome other maid, (3} 
That 1 will fliew you, fhining at this feaft ; 
And fhe will (hew fcant well, that now ihews beft. 

Rom. I'll go along, no fuch fight to be fhewn ; ^ 
Bm to rejoice in fplendor of mine own. [Exeunt. 

(3) "- — '-'•"'■let there he vi>etgb*il 

Tour Lady's Love againft fome other Maid] But the Comparifon 
wag not betwixt the Love thziRemeo^s Mif^refs paid him, and the 
Perfon of any other yonng Woman: but betwixt /Borneo's Miftreis 
herfclf, and fome other that fhould be matciied againft her. The 
Poet therefore muft certainly have wrote 5 

Tour Lady-love agMinJi fome ether Maid. 
So the Comyarifoa (lands ri^t, and fc^dbly. 
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SCENE, changes to CapuletV Houfe. 

Enter Lady Capolet, and Nurfe. 

La^ Cap, '^T Urfe, wherc's my daughter ? call her fort 
i\| to me. 

Nnrfe, Now (by my maiden-head at twelve years ol< 
I bade her come ; what, lamb, — what, lady-bird, Gc 
forbid ! where's this girl ? what, Juliet ? 

-ff/y/^T Juliet, 

y»/. How now, who calls ? 

Nurfe. Your mother: 

Jul, Madam, I am here, what is your will ? 

La, Cap, This \y the matter Nurfe, give leave 

wjiile, we muft talk in fecret ; Nurfe, come back agaii 
I have remeipber'd inc, chou (hilt hear our counfel : th< 
knowfft my d,a^^iejf*& of a pretty age. ^ 

Nurfe, 'Faith, I can tell, her age unto an hour. 

Z^. Cap,\ She's not fourteen. 

-AT/^jy^.j J[*y lay fourteen of my teeth, (and yet to n 
teen be it fpoken, I have but fotiT;} fhe^s notfourteei 
how long i^ it now^ to /;«;»;sf»M-tide ? 

La, Cap. A fortnight and odd days. 

Nurfe, Even or odd, of all days in the year, cor 
Lammas'tvt at night, (hall fhe be fourteen. Sufan ai 
ihe (God reft all chriftian fouls !) were of an age. Wcl 
Sufan is with God, fhe was too good for me. But as 
faid, on Lammas'tv^ at night (hall (he be fourteen, th 
fhall .fhe, marry, I remember it well. *Tis fince tl 
earthquake now eleven years, and fhe was wean'd ; I n 
ver (hall forget it, of all the days in the year, upon th 
day ; for I had then laid worm- wood to my duj, fi 
ting in the fun under the dove-houfe wall, my ho 
and you were then at Mantua— -"-^Xi?:^ ^ I do bttju* 
brain. But, as I faid, when it did tafte the worm-w<H 
on the njpple of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty (\ 
to fee it teachy, and fall out with the du^. SVvake, o^uA 
tliedove^houfc 'twas no need, 1 XtQ^» vq ^ 
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me trudge; and fince that time it is eleven years, for 
then flie could iland alone ; nay, by th' rood, flie could 
have run, and waddled all about ; for ev^rn the day be- 
fore (he broke her brow,, and then my hulband, (God 
be with his foul, a' was a merry man ;) took up the 
child ; yea, quoth he, doft th^ u iu\\ upon thy face ? thou 
wilt fall backward when thou haft more wit, wilt thou 
) not JulS P and by my holy dam, the pretty wretch left 
crying," and faid, ay; To fee now, how ajeft fhallcome 

about. 1 warrant, an' I fhould live a thoufand years, 

Ifhould not forget it: Wilt thou not, Jule, quoth he? , 
and, pretty fool, it ftinted, and faid, ay. 
La. Cap, Enough of this, I pray thee, hold thy peace. 
ffyr/e. Yes Madam; yet I cannot chufe but laugh, to 
think it fliould leave crying, and fay, ay ; and yet, I 
^ wan ant, it had upon its brow a hump as big as a young 
n, cockrel's ftone: a perilous knock, and it cried bitterly, 
ou Yea-, quoth my hufband, fall'ft upon thy face } thou 
wilt fall backward when thcu comeft to age, wilt thou 
not, Jule^ it fhrited, and faid; ay. 
Jui, And flint thee too, I pray thee, nurfe, fay L 
my Ninfe, Peace, I have done : God mark thee to hi3 
:n } » grace ! * 

Thou waft the prettieft babe, that e'er I nurd. 
An' I might live to fee thee married once, 
mi I have my wilh. 

indl La, Cap, And that fame marriage is the very theire 
ell, I I came to talk of. Tell me, daughter JuHet^ 
IS i ! How ftands your difpofxtion to be mcrried ? 
hat . Ju!. It is an honour that I dream not of. 
the I Nur/e. An honour ? were not I thine only nurfe, 
le* / I'd fay, thou hadft fuck'd wifdom from thy teat. 
13; I La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now ; younger 
if- , ^ than you 

rd Here in Veronuy ladies of efteem, 
" • Are m^de already mothers. By my count, 
a I I was your mother much upon thefe years 
', I That you are now a maid. Thus, l\vex\, vcv\ii\^^\ 
* I The Y»Uant Paris fecks you for \\is lo\e. 

/ Isu 
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Nur/e, A man, young lady, lady, fuch a man 
As all the world— Why, he*s a man of wax. 
Lm. Cap, Veronals fammer hath not fuch a flower. 
Nurfi. Nay, he's a flower ; in fiith^ a very flow< 
La, Cap. What iw you, can you like the gentlem< 
This night you fhall behold him at our feaft ; 
Read o*er the volume of young Parh^ face, 
And find delight writ there with beauty's pen ; 
Examine ev'ry fcv'ral lineament. 
And fee» how one another lends content : 
And what obfcur'd in this fair volume lies. 
Find written iti the margent of his eyes. 
This precious book of love, this unbound lover. 
To beautify him only lacks a cover. 
The fi{h lives in the fea, and *tis much pride. 
For fair without the fair within to hide. 
That book in many eyes doth fhare the glory, 
ThAt in gold clafps locks in the golden flory. 
So, (hall you fhare 4II that he doth poflefs. 
By having him, making yourfelf no lefs. 
IHmrfi, Nolcfsi Nay, bigger; women grow by no 
La. Cap- Speak briefly, can yon like of Paris* k>- 
JuL I'll look to like, if looking liking move. 
But no more deep will I indart mine eye» 
Than your confent gives ftr^ngth to make it fly. 

Enter a Sirvant. 

Serv, Madam, the guefls are come, fuppcr ferv'd 
you caird, my young lady afk'd for, the nurfe cuH 
the pantry, and every thing in extremity. I mufl he 
to wait ; I befeech you, follow flrait. 

La. Cap. We follow thee. Juliet^ the County ft; 

Nur/e. Go, girl, feek happy nighu to happy da 

[Exe 



^ e^ 
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S C E N £, A Sitreit befin Capulet'i Hmfe. 

Enter Roineo, Mercutio» Benv^licH nmtb fv$ or fi^ 
etherntajkers^ imrch^hiarerj^ an^ drums. 

VV Or Audi wt OA ^thoat apology ? 

Jin. The date is 0ac of fach prolixity. 
We'll Jbaye no Ctifid hood-wink'd with a fcarf. 
Bearing a Tartarus painted bow of kth. 
Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper : 
Nor a yritkoat-book prologae faintly fpoke 
After the .prompter, for ear entrance. 
Bat let them meafve us hy what they will. 
We'll meafiue them a tqeafarey asd be gone. 

Rom. Give me a torch, I am not foi; this ambling. 
Being but heavy, I will bear die light. 

l£r. Nay, gentle JltffiM^, we muft have you dance. 

Rom. Not I, believe me ; you have dancing ihoes 
With nimble foles ; I haye a foul of lead. 
So ftakes me to the groond, I csmnoc move. 

jifrr. You. are a lover; borrow Cir^/i^s wings. 
And ioar widi diem above a co^iunon bound. 

Rom. I am too fore enpearced with his fhaft. 
To foar with his light feathers : and fo bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe ; 
Under love's heavy burden do I iink. 

Mer. And to fink in it, ihoold you burden love : 
Too great oppreffion for a tender thing ! 

Rom. Is love a tender thing ? It is too rough. 
Too rude, too boiil'rous ; ar^ it pricks like thorn. 

Mar. If love be rough with you, be rough with love ; 
Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down. 
Give me a cafe to put my vifage in ; 

[Pulling off bi% majfe* 
A vifor for a vifor !— what care 1, 
Whar curious eye doth quote deformiU)&%^ 
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Here are the beetle-brows ihal': bJufh for me. 

Ben, Come, knock and enter ; and no iboner in. 
But ey'ry man betake him to his legs. 

Rom. A torch for me. Let wantons, light of heart. 
Tickle the fenfelefs.rulhes with their .heels; 
for I am proverb*d with a grandfire-phrafe ; 
I'll be a candle-bolder, and look on. 
The game was ne'er fo fair, and I am done. 

Mer. Tut ! dun's the inoufej the confiable's own word; 
if thou art dan, we'll draw thee from the mire ; 
Or, fave your. reverence, love, wherein thou fiick'fl 
Up to thme ears : come« we burtt day-light, ho. 

Rom. Nay, that's not {o. ' 

Mer, I mean, Sir, in delay 
We burn our lights by light, and lamps by day. 
Take our good meaning* for our judgment fits 
Five times in that, ere once in our fine wits. ' ' 

Rom. And we mean well in going to this maik ; 
But 'tis, no wit to go. 

Mer. Why, may one afk ? 

Rom^ I dreamt a dream to-night. 

Mer. And fo did I. 

Rom. Well ; what was yours ? 

Mer. That dreamers often lyit. 

Rom, •— inbed afleep; while they do dream dilngs true. 

Mer. O, then I fee. Queen iiio^had been-m^ you. (4) 

' . :. 'She 



(4) Of thin IJei, S^ten Mab hatb leen with you t 
Sbt is the Fairies* Mithuifi.y Thus begins that admirable Speech 
upon the £f!c^s of the Imagias(tion in Dreaias. Bot, Queen Mah the 
Fairies* Midwife? What is flie then Qjieeii of ? Why, the Fairies.' 
What ! and their Midvfi/e too ? Sure, this is a wonderful Condef- 
cenfion In her Royal Highnefs. Bot this is not the greateft of the 
Abfurdities. Let us fee upon what Occafion (he is introduced, and under 
v^t Quality. Why, as a Being that has great Power over human 
Imaginations. But then, according to the Laws of common Senfe, 
if (he has any Title given her, muft not that Title have reference 
to the Employment (he is put upon ? T'lrtk, then, (he is called Queen : 
which is very pertinent ; for that deiigns her Power : Then (he is 
ca))ed the Fairies* Midwife ; but what has that to do with the Point 
//7 Ajjjd/ Uwe would think that Sbakef^r§ wtpte Stnle, ^e rouft 
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She is the fancy's mid-wife, and (he comes 

In fhape no bigger than an agat-ftone 

On the fore-finger of an alderman ; . 

Drawn with a team of little atomies. 

Athwart mens' nofes as they lie aileep : 

Her waggon-fpokes made of long fpmners' legs : 

The cover, or the wings of graihoppers ; 

The traces, of the fmaJleft fpider's web ; 

The collars, of the moonfhine's watrv beams ; 

Her whip, of cricket's bobe$ the lam, of film ; 

Her waggoner a fmall grev-coated gnat. 

Not half fo big as a round little worm, 

Prickt from the lazy finger of a.maid. 

Her chariot is an enu>t]^ hazel-nut. 

Made by the joiner (quirrel, or old grub, 

Time out of mind the fidries' coach-makers : 

And in this ftate fht gallops, night by night. 

Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love : 

On courtiers' knees, that dream on curtfies flrait : 

O'er lawyers fingers, who ftrait dream on fees ; 

O'er ladies' lips, who ftrait on kifles dream, 

Which oft the angry Mab with blifters plagues, 

Becaufe their breathsr with fweet-meats tainted are. 

Sometimes fhe gallops o'er a lawyer^s nofe. 

And then dreams he of fmelling out a fuit : 

And fometimes comes ihe with a tithe-pig's tail. 

Tickling the parfon as he lies afleep ; 

Then dreams lie of another benefice. 

Sometimes (he driveth o'er a foldier's neck. 

And then he dreams of cutting foreign throats. 

Of breaches, ambufcadoes, ^/om^ blades, 

fay, we wro te " ■■ \ tbe ¥zticy*t Midwife : and thia is a Title the 
moft apnfM in the World, at it mtroduces all that is (aid afterwards 
of her yagariet, Befides, it cxa£^ly quadrates with thefe Lines : 

— — / talk of Dreams j 

ifbkb are the Cbildren of an idle Brain, 

Beget of nothing hut vain Fantafy. 
Thefie Dreams are begot upon Fantay, and Mab is the MidwUc i% 
bring them forth . And Fanc/i Midwife is a Phrafc a\to%elVitx \ti \^^ 
Manner of our Author, Vlt. YTarburton. 

OS 
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Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ears, st which he ftarts and wakes ; 
And, being thus frighted, fwears a prayer or two. 
And fleeps again. This is that very Mah^ 
That plats the mtmes ^f Korfes in the nieht. 
And cakes the df-locks in foul flntttfh hairs. 
Which, once Untangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the hag, when mftids lie on th^ir backs. 
That prefies them, and kams them firft to bear ; 
Making thciti women of good carriage : .' 
This is ihe . . 

Rom, Peace, peace, Mffcuth, peace; ■ 
Thou talk'ft of noAing. 

Mer. True, I talk of breams ; 
Which are the children of an idle brain. 
Begot of nothing, but vain phantafy ; 
Which is ae thin of fubftance as the air. 
And mcN-e unconflant than the wind ; who wooes 
Ev'n now the frozen bofom of the north. 
And, bein^ anger'd, puffs away from thence. 
Turning his face to the jdew-dropping fouth. 

Ben. This wind, you talk of, blows us from, ourfelve 
Supper is done, and we (hall come too late. 

Rom, I fear, too early ; for my mind mifgives. 
Some confeqUeiice, yet hanging in: the fbrs. 
Shall bitterly begin his feaiful date 
With this night's revels-; and expire the term 
Of a defpifed life closM in my breaft. 
By fome vile forfeit of untimely death. 
But he, that hath the fteerage of my cpurfe, 
Direft my fuit ! On^ 10%. gentlemen. 

Bex* Strike, drum. 

in^y march abou^ tbi Stage,' and Exeui 



^Cl.^ 
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SCENE changes, to a Hall in Capulet'i Houji. 



Enter ServoMiSf nvith Napkins. 

fere's Potpan^ that he help 

away ; he ihift a trencher ! he fcrape a 



I 5^rv. lT7Here*g Potpan^ that he helps not to take 



trencher ! 

2 Ser*u, When good manners (hall lie all in one or two 
men's hands, and they unwafh'd too, 'tis a foul thing. ' 

1 Ser<v. Away with the joint-ftools, remove the court- 
cup-bolardy look to the plate : ^ood thou, fave me a 
piece of march-pane; and, as thou loved mf, let the 
porter let in Su/an Grindftcne^ and NelL Antony and 
Potpan 

2 Serv, Ay, boy, ready. 

1 Ser<v, You are' Ibok'd for, cali'd for, afk'd for, and 
fought for, in the great chamber. 

2 Ser*v. We cannot' be here and there too; cheerly, 
boys ; be briflt a while, and the longer liver take all. 

^ \^Exeu?tt. . 

I Enter all the Gueft$ and Ladiesj with the majkers, 

II Cap, Welcome, gentlemen. Ladies, that have your 
feet 
Unplagu'd withcoms, we'll have a bout with you. 
\ Ah me, my miftrefles, which of you all 

■ Will now deny to dance ? fhe that makes dainty, 

• 1*11 fwear, hath corns ; am I come near you now? 
Welcome, all, gentlemen ; I've feen the day 

■ That I have worn a vifor, and could tell 
I A whifperine tale in a fair lady's ear, 

I Such as would pleafe : 'tis gone ; 'tis gone ; 'tis gone ! 

\MuJick plays, amtthey dance ^ 
I More light, ye knaves, and turn the tables up ; 
I And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. 

I Ah, Sirrah, this unlook'd-for fport comes well. 
Nay, fit ; nay, fit, good coufin Capulety 
• For you and I are pah our dancing; days ; 
Vol. VIU. B Wov^ 
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How long is*t now fince lad yourfclf and I 
WercinanuA? 

2 Cap. By'r lady, thirty years. 

r Cap, What man ! 'tis not <b much, 'tis not fo much; 
*Tis fince the nuptial of Lucentio^ 
Come pent^coft as quickly as it will, 
Some nve and twenty years, and then we mafk'd. 

2 Cap, 'Tis more, 'tis more ; his fon is elder» Sir : 
ffis ifon is diirty. 

I Cap, Will you tell me that ? 
R!s fon was but a ward two years ago. 

Rom. What lady's that, which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder knight ? ^ 

Ser^» I know not. Sir. 

Rom, O, ihe doth teach the torches to burn bright ; 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night. 
Like a rich jewel in an JEthiop^ ear : 
Beauty too rich for ufe, for earth too dear ! 
So (hews a fnowy dove trooping with crows. 
As yonder lady o'er her fellows (hows'. 
The meafure do»e, I'll watch her place of ftand. 
And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand. 
Did my heart love 'till now ? forfwear it, fight ; 
I never faw true beauty 'till this night. 

Tyh, This by his voice fhould be a Montague. 
Fetch me rxty rapier, boy : what ! dares the flave 
Come hither cover'd with an antick face. 
To flfeer and fcorn at our folemnity ? 
Now by the ftock and honour of my kin. 
To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin. > 

Cap, Why, how now, kinfman,wherefore ftorm you fo? 
>^yh. Uncle, this is a Montague^ our foe : 
A villain; that is hither come in fpight, 
Xo fcom at our folemnity this night. 
.^*Cap, Young Romeoy is't ? 

S!;'y^..That villain Rcmeo. 

Cap, Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone ^ 
He bears him like a portly gentleman : 
And, to fay truths Ferma brags of him, 

T* 
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To be a virtuous and well-gOFcrn'd youth. . . 
I would not for the wealth of all this iijien. 
Here in my houfe, do him difpar^ement. 
Therefore be patient, take no note of hiffk ; 
It is my will, the which if thou refpe&, , 
Shew a fair prefence, and put off thefe ftowostt 
An ill-befeeming femblance for a feail. 

TyS. It fits, when fuch a villain is a gueft. 
I'll not endure him. 

Cap. He fhall be endut'd. 
What, goodraan boy——! iay> he Ihall. Go 
Am I the mailer Jiere^ or you ? go to ■ 
You'll not endure him ! God ihall mend my foul, 
Von'U make a mutiny among my gueils ! 
y<m will fet cock-a-hoop ? you'll be the man? 

7yS. Why, uncle, 'tis a fliame. 

Caf* Go to, go to^ 

You are a fawcytoy is't fo, indeed Z-*- — 

This trick may chance to fcathe you ; I know what. 
VoH mnft contrary me ! Marry, 'tis time. 
Well iaidy my hearts :— — Yoii are a princox, go:—- 
Be quiet, or (more light, more light, for ihamc) 
ril make you quiet*— What? cheeriy, my hearts. 
I Tyi. Patience perforce, with wilful choler meetings 
I Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting. 
h I will withdraw; but this intrufion ihall. 
Now feeming fweet, convert to bitter gall. 

Rom. If 1 profane with my unworthy hand ($) 

[7i Juliets 

(5) Jfjfrofane with ny unwrthy band 
Ibis boly Sbrine, tbggentfe Sin h tbtst 
Mf Lipt, tw hbtjbing Piigrim^ &€.] All Prefaaatioas wet 
fopposM to be expiated either by ibme kiicritorious Adion, or b^ 
^Mie Penance undergone and Punifliment fubmiUed to. So, Romn 
would here iay, if I have been profane in the rude Touch of «ay 
Hand, my Lips ilaod ready, as two blueing Pilgrims, to take 0^ 
tbat Ofl^e, to attone for it, by a fi^'eec pe^aace. Our Po^t 
tbdtford Ittoft have wrote. 
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This holy fhrine, the gentle fine i^ this ; 
My lips, two Uttihitig pilgriaiB, ready (land. 

To fmoDth that rongh toirdi ^izh a tender kifs. 
Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much. 
Which mannerly dcvotion^fhews in this ; 
For faints havehands that pilgrims' hands do. touch. 
And palm, to palm is holy palmers' kifs. * - 
Rem. Have not faints Kps, and holy palmers too? 
yuL Ay, pilgrim, lips that they muft ufe in prayer. 
Rom, O then, dear faint, let lips do what hands do : 
They pray, (grant thou) left faith turn to defpair. 
yul. Saints do not move, yet grant for pfayers' fake. 
Ronr* Then move not, while my prayers* cffedt I take: 
Thus from my lips, by thine, my fin is purg'd. 

\KiJJing her* ' 
Jul, Then have my lips the fin that late they took. 
Rom. Sin from my lips ! O trefpafs, fweetly urg*d ! 
Give me my fin again. 

Jul You kifs by th' book. 

Nur/e, Madam, your mother craves a word with you, 
Rom, What is her mother ? [To her Nur/e. 

Nur/e, Marry, bachelor. 
Her mother is the lady of the houfe. 
And a good lady, and a wife and virtuous. 
I nurs'a her daughter, that you talkt withal : 
I tell you, he, that can lay hold of her. 
Shall have the chink. 
Rom, Is fhe a Cafutet f 

dearaccount! my life is my foe's debt. 

Ben, Away, be goqe, the fport is at the beft. 

Rom, Ay, fo 1 fear, the moic is my unreft. 

£ap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be^-jgone, 
Wc have a trifling foolifh banquet towards. 
Is it e'en fo ? why', then, I thank you a^K 

1 thank you, honeft gentlemen, good night : 
Morp tSrches here — Qom^ on, then let's to bed. 
Ah, finah, by my fay, it waxes late. 

I'll to my reft. \E\eunt. 

^/ Come hither^ nurfe. What is yon gentleman f 
A4f/;^. Th^ fon and heir of old TihcriQ. 
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Jid, What's he, that now is going out of door ? 
^ Ntar/c, .That, as I think, -is youagPtiruel^^ . 

y^AWhat'shc, that follows here/ that would notdance? 

Nur/e. I know not. 

y«/. Go, afk his name. — If he be married. 
My grave is like to be my wedding-bed. 

Nur/k His name is Romeo^ and a Montague^ 
The only fon of your great enemy. 

Jul. My only loye fprung from my only hate ! 
Too early feen, unknown ; and known too late ; 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me. 
That I muft love a loathed enemy. 

Nurfir, What's this ? what's this ? ' • ' : / 
-Jul. A rhyme I learn'd e'en now ' • ' . « * 

Of one I danc'd withal. [One calls *withinj Juliet. 

Nur/e. Anon, anon ■ .. 

Come, let's away, the ftrangcrs all are gone. [Exeunt* 

Enter CHORUS. 

Is[ow old defire doth on his death- bed lie, ^ 

And young aiFe^on gapes to be his heir : 
That fair, for which love groan'd fore, and would die, 

. Witli tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair. 
Now Romeo is beloy'd, and loves again, 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks : 
But to his foe fuppos'd he muft complain, 

And fhe fteal love's fweet bait from f«arful hooks. 
Being held a foe, he may not have aCcefs 

To breathe fuch vows as lovers ufe to fwear ; 
And (he, as much in love, her means much lefs. 

To meet her new-bclovcd any where : 
But paffion lends them power. Time means, to nieet ; 
Temp'ring extremities with extream fweet. 

[Exit Chorus* 
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S C t:iiE^ TAe' ST RE RT. 
£nUr Romeo abn^. 

R O M I 0. ^ 

GAN 1 10 ftrWard when jny lie^-t is hete I 
fiira back, <hill earthy and £n4 thy center Ottli.,^^ 

£tfrrBQi.voUo» ^Mwe^ Mexcutio^ 

£/». J^M«f«» SHT cottfia Rumo. 

Mir* He is wife, 
JUidy. on my fife, ka& ftol'iv him borne to bed* 

Jn. £ic ran this way, a^d. kajp'd this orchard*wal)« 
Call, ^ood Mtraaio. - ' 

il^cr. Nay, TU GODJore too. 
Why, Rmiuo / himoocs ! madman ! paffioa ! knrer ! 
Appear tboa in the likenefs of a figh, 
8p«ik but one rh)Wie, and I am iatisfied, 
Ciy bat Jhpul conpk but Iwe and do^u 
Speak to my gofiip Vitms one fair word» 
One nick-name to her pmr-bliad ion and heir : 
(Young^r«^M» Cupid^ he that ihot fo true, 
When King C^pbetua lov'd the beggar-maid——) 
He keaxetk not, he ftirreth not, he moveth not. 
The ape is dead, and I mufk conjure him. 
X coBJnre thee by Rofalim's bright eyes. 
By her high fOre-head, and her fcarlet Up,^ 
By her fine loot, ftraight leg, and quivering thigh,, 
And the demefnsthat there adjacent lie, 
7^hat-2a iky likenefs thou appear to us. 
j^^^. An'ifhehcsLV thee, thou wiU anger him. 
-^r. This cannot anger loci ; 'tvio\iJA.w\^^x\vimv 



Rome p, ^ Ju.L^l t -ft gi 

To raifc a fpirit in his itdftrcfs* circle. 

Of fome Grange nature, Ictfinff it there Qan^ 

'Till (h^&Ad £iir it, jLui coajS^A i^lto#li<l^^ > V* k* ' 

That were fome fpight. My invocation is 

Honeft and fair, and, in his miilref&.' name, 

I conjure only but to raife up him. 

JBen. Xome, h^ hath hid himfelf aiqon^ the fc |rees» 
To be conforted with the hum'ioiis mghtn ' 
Blind is his love, and befl befits the dark^ 

Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mack. 
Now will he fit under a medlar-tree, 
,And-wifh his mifbefs were}that.{cind of fruit. 
Which maids call n^lars,^ y^hen they )augh atoOf }"-*" 
Romeo, eood^ttight ; Jll W my tracWc»be3» *./: \ 
This ficld-bed is tbo cold for me td flccp ; ' - * « ^ 
Come, fliall we go ? 

Be/r, Go, then> for ^sin^Hu*' ^ »i*.. 
Tofeek him here that mcaas not to be found. [£xnMf» 

S C £ N £ dfoftffs u CapuIetV Gardtk.Jj^ 

inter iiomio. :' /. 

}tm. TTE jefts ait fears, that tmet fAt a #oundi— . 
J71 But, ibft! what light thlt>' yonder windd^ 

breaks? ' '\^ 

It is the caft, and Juliet is ^ fonf : ' 

[Juliet appears ahsvey at a nmrukh/^. 
Arife, fair fun, and kill the cavious mobft, •'' 

Who is already fick and pate virith grief, * 

That thou, lier maid, art far inore fair than fhe. ' * 
Be not her maid, fince flie is envious : 
Her veftal livery is but fick and green, . ' 

And none but fools do wear it; taft it off— — 
She fpeaks, yet fhe lays nothing j what of that^ 
Her eye d^ifcoarfes ; I willahfwerit-^ — -— i- ■ ' 

I am too bold, 'tis not to me fhe fpeaks : • • *- 
Two of the fairefl ftars of all'the hfeav*n, • "" • -'^ 
Having fome bufinefs, do intreat her ^yia • 
To twjnkic in their fphcriss 'till they retuttiV 

B4 
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What if her eyes were there, they in her head ?" 
The brightncfs of her cheek would ihame thofe ftars. 
As day-light doth a lamp ; her eyes in heav'n 
Would through the airy region ftream fo bright, 
That birds would iing, and think it were not night : 
See, how (he leans her cheek upon her hand I 
O that I were a glove upon that hand. 
That I might touch that cheek ! 

>/. Ahme! 

Rem, She fpeaks ! 
Oh, fpeak again, bright angel! for thou art (6) 
As glorious to this fight, being o'er my head, 
As id a winged meifenger from heav'n, 
Unto the white-upturned, wondring, eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze o» him ; 
When he beflrides the lazy-pacing clouds. 
And fails upon the bofom of the air. 

7«/. O Rostra, Romeot'^whtrefore art thou Romeo / 
Deny thy father, and refufe thy name : 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but fworn my love. 
And I'll no longer be a Capnlet. 

Rom. Shall I hear more, or fhall I fpeak at this ? 

JuL *Tis but thy name that is my enemy ; 
Thou art thyfelf, though not a Montague, 
What's Montague ? it is nor hand, nor foot. 
Nor arm, nor face— nor any other part. 
What^s in a name ? that which we call a rofe. 
By any other name would fmell as fweet. 
So Romio wouldy were he no( Romeo call'd. 



(6) 0, fpiak again, bright Angel ! for thou art 

Asglbriouito this Night,] Tboogh all the printed Copies coflcor 
lA thii Reading, yet the latter Part of the Simile feems to require, 

As glorious to this Sight ; 

and therefore I have ventured to alrer the Text fo, ;'. e. Thou 
appeaveft over my Head, as gloiious to my Eyes, as an An- 
gr/ in the Cioods to Mortals that ftare up at him with Admi- 
Mmttoos 
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Retain that dear perfe^ion which he owes. 
Without that title ; Romeoy quit thy name ; 
And for thy name, which is no part of thee. 
Take all myfelf. 

Rom, I take thee at thy word : 
Call me but love, and Pllbe new baptiz'd. 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo, 

Jul. What man art thou, that thus, befcreen'd in night 
So ftumblefl on my couii^l ? 

Rom. By a name ^ 
I know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My name, dear faint, is hateful to myfelf, 
Becaufe it is an enemy to thee. 
Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul. My ears have yet not drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's uttering, yet I know the found. 
Art. thou not Romeo^ and a Montague ? 

Rom. Neither, fair faint, if either thee diilike. 

Jul. How cam'ft thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 
Tke orchard-walls are high, and hard to climb ; 
And the place death, coniidering who thou art. 
If any of my kinfmen find thee here. 

Ro. With love's light wings did I o'er-perch thefe walls. 
For ftony limits cannot hold love out ; 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt : 
Therefore th^^kinfmen are no flop to me. 

Jul, If they do fee thee, they will murder thee. 

Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye, 
Than twenty of their fwords ; look thou but fweet. 
And I am proof againft their enmity. 

Jul. I would not for the world, they faw thee here, 

Rom: I have night's cloak to hide me from their eyes. 
And but thou love me, let them find me here ; 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whofe direftion foundfl thou out this place ? 

Rom. By love, that firft did prompt me to enquire; 
He lent me counfel, and I lent him eyes ; 
1 am no pilot, yet wen thou as far 

85- h» 
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As that vaft (hore, wafh'd with the farthefl fea^ 
I would adventuxe for fuch aierchandife. 

Jul. Thou know'ft, the mafk of night is on my face, 
Elfe would a maiden-bluih bepaint my cheek 
For that which thou haft heard me fpeak to-night* 
Fain would I dwell on form ; fain, faip, deny 

What 1 have fpoke but farewel compliment ! 

Deft thou love me ? I know thou wilt fay, ay ; 

3tnd I will take thy word' yet if thou fwear'i^. 

Thou may'ft prove falfe j at lovers' perjuries. 

They fay, Jo^ue laughs. Oh, gentle Romeo^ 

If thou doll love, pronounce it faithfully : 

Or if you think, I am too quickly won, 

ril frown and be perverfe, and fav thee nay\ % 

So thou wilt wooe : but elfe, not tor the world. 

In truth, fair MontagUt^ ' T ajn too fond ; 

And therefcjre thou may'ft think my 'haviour light :. 

But truft me. Gentleman, Til prove more true. 

Than thofe that have more cunning to be ftrange, 

I ihouM have been more ftrange, I muft confeis. 

But that thon over-heardft, ere I was 'ware. 

My true lovers paflion ; therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yielding to light love, , 

Which the dark night ha,th fo dilcovered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blefled mopn I vow. 
That tips with filver all thefe fruit-tree tops 

JnU O fwcar not by the moon, th' inconftant mo»n. 
That monthly changes in her circled orb ; 
^eft that thy love prove likewife v^ariable. 

Rem. What fhaUI fwear by > 

Jul. Do not fwear at all ; 
Or, if thou wHt, fwear by thy gracious felf. 
Which is the God of my idolatry. 
And ril believe thee. 

Rom. If my true heart's love— 

Jul. Well, do. not fwear— although I joy in thee, • 
J have no joy of this contraft to-night ; 
It is too roA,^ too uliadvis'd, too fudden, 
.3ho like the Jightning^ which <loxJi urft V> \t. 
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Ere one can fay, it lightens— —Sweet, good-night* 
This bud of love by fummer's ripening oreath 
May prove a beantethis flower, when next we meet: 
Gooct^nigkt, good-night— as fwect repofe and reft 
Gome to thy heart, as that within my breaft ! 
Rom. d, wilt thoo leave me fo unfatisfied ? ^^^^ 
Jul. What fatisfadion canft thou Jiave to^nightf''^ 
Rom. Th* exchange of thy love's faithful vow for minCr 
Jul. I gave thee mine, before thou didft requeft it : 
And yet I would, it were to give again. 
Rom. Woaldft thou withdraw it ? for what purpofer 

love ? 
Jul. Bat to be frank, and give it thee again. 
And yet I wifh but for the thing I have : 
My bounty is as beundlefs as the (ea, 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee. 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 
I hear fome noife within ; dear love, adien ! 

[Nurfo calls iMibi/u 
Anon, good nnrfe :-*-— Sweet Mo«/a^»^, be true : ^ 
Stay but a little, I will come again. \^Exif» 

Rom. O bleiled, bleffed night ! I am afraid. 
Being in night, all this is but a dream ; 
Too iiattering-fweet to be fubfbintia}. ' 

Re-inter Juliet i^ow. 

Jul, Three words, dear Romeoy and good^^night, ind^d : 
If that thy bent of love be honourable. 
Thy porpofe marriage, fend me word to-morrow^ ^ 
By one that I'll procure to come to thee. 
Where and what time thou \yilt perform the rite i 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay,.. 
And follow thee, my love, throughout the world* 

[mtbin: Madafdw 
I come, anon '—but if thou mean'll not welJ,ft 
Ido befeech ih^Q^\Wuhin : Madam.] ^y and by, X 

come 

To ceafe thy fuJr, and leave mc to my £tW, 
lo-moriow wiM I fetii^ 
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Rom. So thrive my foul,— - 

Jul, A thoufand times, good-night. [Ext'f, 

Rom. A thoufand times the wor^, to want thy light. 

Love goes tow'rd love, as fchool-boys from their books; 

But love from love, tow'rds fchool with heavy looks. 

Enfer Juliet again. 

Jul. Hift ! Romfo, hift 1 O for a falkner's voice. 

To lure this taffel gentle back again 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeak aloud ; 
Elfe would I tear the cave where echo lies. 
And make her airy tongue more hoarfe than mine. 
With repetition of my Romeo. 

Rom. It is my love that calls upon my name. 
How filver-fweet found lovers' tongues by night. 
Like fofteft mufick to attending ears I 

Jul. Rcmeol 

Ram. My fweet ! 

Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow 
ShaU I fend to thee ? 

Rom. By the hour of nine. 

Jul. I will not fail, 'tis twenty years 'till then>— 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom. Let me ftand here 'till thou remembe.r it. 

Jul. I fhall forget, to have thee ftill ftand there ; 
Remembring how I love thy company. 
. Rdm. And Til ilill ilay to have thee ftill forget, 
t'orgetting any other home but this. 

Jul. 'Tis almoft morning. I would have thee gone. 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird, 
That lets it hop a little from her hand,. 
Like a poor prifoner in his twifted gyves, 
Aitd with a filk thread plucks it back again. 
So toving-jealous of his liberty. 

Rem. I would, I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet, fo would I ; 
Yet;! (hould kill thee with much cherifhing. 
C ood-nigh tf gaod-night. Parting is fach fweet forrow, 
7 '/iat J /bail fay good-night, 'till \X b^ mwto>ii • ^Ewt. 

. Kcmv 
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Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breaH ! 
'Would I were fleep and peace, fo fwcet to reft ! 
Hence will I to my ghoftly Friar's clofe cell. 
His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell, [Exit. 

SCENE changes to a Monajlery. 
Enter Friar Lawrence, ^itb a hajket. 

jPr/.T^ H E jrey-ey*d morn fmilcs on the frowning 

A night, 

Check'ring the eaftem clouds with ftreaks of light : 
And darknefs flecker'd, like a drunkard, reels 
From forth day's path, and Titan's burning wheels^ 
Now ere the fun advance his burning eye, 
The day to chear, and night's dank dew to dry> 
I mud fill up this ofier-cage of ours 
With .baleful weeds, and precious-juiced ilowers. 
The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb j 
What is her burying grave, that is her womb ; 
And from her womb children of divers kind 
We fucking on her natural bofom find : 
Many for many virtues excellent. 
None but for iome, and yet all different. 
0, mickle is the powerful grace, that lies 
In plants, herbs, ftones, and. their true qualities* 
Nor nought fo vile, that on the earth doth live. 
But to the earth fome fpecial good doth give : 
Nor aught f^ good, but, ftrain'd from that fair ufe^ 
Revolts from true birth, flumbling on abufe. 
Virtue itfelf turn« vice, being mi^pplied j 
And vice fomctime by anion's dignify'd. 
Within the infant lind of this fmall flower 
Poifoa hath refidencr, and med'clne power : 
For this being fmelt, with that fenfe chears each part; 
Being tafted^ flays all fenfes with the hesrt. 
Two fuch oppofed foes encamp them fti"l 
In man, as well as herbs, grace and ride will : 
And where the worfer is predominant, 
fu}Ufoou the canker death eats up xh^l ^Awil. 
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Enter Romeo* 

Rom. GoocUmorrQiif:, fath€r. 

Fri. Btnedicite ! , 
What early tongue fo fweet falateth me ? 
Young fbn, it argues a diftemper'd head 
So foon to bid good-morrow to thy bed : 
Care keeps his watch in ^xtry old man's eye, 
Andy where care lodgeth, fleep will never 4e : 
But where unbruifed youth with unftuft brain 
Doth coach his limbs, there golden ileep doth reign. 
Therefore thy earlinefe doth me aflure. 
Thou art up-rouz'd by fome diftemp^ratiu'e ; 
Or if not fo, then here I bit it right,. 
Our RomeQ hath not been in bed to-night. 
* Rom. That laft is true, the fweeter reft was; mine* 

Fri, God pardon fin ! waft thou with Ro/aiiui f • 

Rom. With Rofaline^ x^y ghoftly father ? no. 
I have forgot that name^ and that name's woe. 

f^r/.Thaj's my good fou : but where haft thou been then? 

Rom. V\\ tell thee, ere thou a& it me again ; 
I have been feafting with mine enemy ; 
Where, on a fudden, one harfi wounded me, 
I'hat's by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy^ phyjlck lies ; 
I bear no hatred, Uefled man, for, to. 
My ifiterceiton Ukewife fteads my foe. 

Fri. Be plain, good fpn, ao'd homely in thy drift; 
Riddling confeffion fin4s b«t riddling mrift. 

Rom, Then plainly know^ my heart's dear love is fet 
Qn the fair dstbghter of rich Capukt ; 
As mine on hers, fo hers is fet on mine ; 
And all combin'd ; fave what -dioii muft combine 
By holy marriage : When, and where, and how, 
We met, we woo'd, and made exhange df vow, 
I'll tell thee ai wepafs; but this I^pray, 
That thou confent to marry us tUs day. 

Fn. Holy Saint Francisy what a change is here ! 
Is ^ff/a/vie, wbQm. tho^ didft \q\^ b ^^^ v 
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So Toon forfaken ? young men's lo^e then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
"^e/u Maria ! what a deal of brine 

ath waiht thy fallow cheeks for Rofalim f 
How much fait- water thrown away in wafte. 
To ieafon iove, that of it ck>th not ttftc ? 
The {qxl not yet thy fighs from heaven clears^ 
Thy old groans ring yet ia my ancient ears : 
loy here upon thy^ cheek the fhun doth fk 
Of an old tear, that is not wafh'd off yet. 
If e'er thou waft thyfeif, and thefe woes thine. 
Thou and thefe woes were all for RofaHne. 
And art thou chang'd ? pronounce this fentence thenj. 
Women may fall, when there's no fbength in men. 

Rom. Thou chidd'ft ne oft for loving Rof aline. 

Fri, For doating, not for loving, pupil mine. 

Rmi, And bad'tt me bury love. 

Fri. Not in a grave. 
To lay one in, another out to have* 

Rom. I pray thee, chide not : ihe, whom I love aow^ 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow : 
The other did not fo. 

Fri. Oh, Ihe knew well. 
Thy love did read by rote, and could not fjpell. 
Bat comei young waverer, come and go with me. 
In one refped: Fll thy aftftant be : 
For this aHiance may ib happy prove, 
To turn your houftioId-raBCour to pure love. 

Rom. O let ns hence, I ftand on fudden hafte. 

Fri. Wifely and fiow^ fhey ftiimble, * that run faflr. 

SCENE (hangn to tBe Street. 

Enter Benvolio and Mereutio. 

ttr.f T 7Ifere the devil fhould this Rmn be ? cam4 
VV he not home to*ni|h£t } 
Ben. Not to hjs father's,, 1 ipoke >w\t\v\u^ m^w, 
Mr. Why^ thai fame pafe, Kard-hcwtci, ^txvcV, ^ 
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Ro/alinet torments him fo, that he will. Aire, run mad. 

Ben, Tybalt^ the kinfman to old Capukt, 
Hath fent a letter to his father's houfe. 

Mer. A chaHejage, on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will anfwer it. 

Mer. Any man, that can write, may anfwer a letter. 

Bfn, Nay,, he will anfwer the, letter's mafter, how 
he dares, being dar'd. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeoy he is already dead I ftabb'd 
with a white wench's black eye, run through the ear 
with a lovc-fong ; the very pin of his heart cleft with 
the blind bow-boy's but-fhaft ; and is he a man to 
epcoUnter Tybalt f 
^ Ben. Why, what is Tybalt ? 

Mer. More than prince of cats ? — Oh, he's the cou- 
fagious captain of compliments ; he fights as you Ang 
pnck'd-fongs, keeps time, diftance, and proportion ; 
reds his minum» one, two, and the third in your bofom; 
the very butcher of a filk button, a duellift, a duellift j 
a gentleman of the very firft houfe, of the firft and fe- 
cond caufe ; ah, the immortal paiTada, the punto re* 
verfo, the, hay ! 

Ben. The what? 

Mer. The pox of fuch antick, lifping, affefted phan- 
tafies, thefe new tuners of accents ; — " Jefu ! a Mcry 

•* good blade : a very tall man ! a very good 

** whore!" Why, is not this a lamentable thing, 

grandiire, that we fhould be thus afflidled with thefe 
ftrange flies, thefe fafhion-mongers, xhe^tpanlcnnex-moy^s^ 
wjio Sand fo nmch on the new form that they cannot fit 
at iafe on the old bench ? O, their bon^s^ their bon^s ! (7) 

(7) 0, their bones ! thtir bones !] Mercutio it here ridiculing tbofe 
frtneh'tfed fantaftical Coxcombs whom he calls pardonne7i-woy s : and 
therefore, 1 fufpefl, here he meant to write French too. 

O, their hons ! their hns, 

i. e. How ridiculous they make themfelves in crying .not Good, and 
being in Ecftafies with every TriAe s su he has juft defcribed them 

' J efu! d 4/py good kladi I &c» 
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Enter Romeo. 

Be/I. Here comes Rotneoj here comes Romeo. 

Mer, Without his roe, like a dried herring. O flefh, 
fieihy how art thou fifhiiied ? Now is he for the numbers 
that Petrurcb flowed in : Ldara to his lady was but a 
kitchen-wench ; marry, (he had a better love to be-rhyme 
her : DUo a dowdy, Cleopatra a gipfy, Helen and Hero 
hildings and harlots ': Thifie a grey eye or fo, but not to 
the purpoie. Signior Romeo, bot^our\ there's a French 
faluudon to your French flop. You gave us the coun- 
terfeit fairly, laft night. • • 

R^m, Good-morrow to yott both : What" counterfeit 
did I give you ? J 

Mer, The flip. Sir, the flip : can you not conceiv^'T 

Rom, Pardon, good MercuHo, my buflnefs was great ; 
and, in fuck a cafe as mine, a man may drain courtefy. 

Mer* That's as much as to fay, fuch a cafe as youta 
conftrains a man^to bow in the hams. 

Rom* Meanings to curt'fy. 

Mer. Thou hafl moft k:indly hit it. 

Rom. A moil courteous expofltion. 

Mir. Nay, I am the very pink of courtefy. 

Rom. Pink for flower . - ■ 

Mer. Rieht. 

Rom. Why, then is my pump well flower*d. 

Mer. Sure wit— follow me this jeft, now, till thou 
hafl worn out thy pump, that when the Angle fole of 
it is worn, the jefl may remain, after the wcarmg, folely 
lingular. 

Rom. O fingle-foPd jeft. 
Solely Angular, for the iinglencfs ! 

Mer, Come between us, good Ben^volio^ my wit faints. 

Rom, Switch and fpurs, 
Switch and fpurs, or I'll cry a match. 

Mer. Nay, if our wits run the wild-goofe chafe, I 
am done : for thou. haft more of the wild-goofe ia ow« 
of thy wits, than, J am furc, I have in my v?Vvc\fc feN^« 
Wia^ / with you there for the goofe ? 
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lUm. Thott waft never with me for any thing, Wi 
thou waft not there for the goofe. 

Men I will bite thee by the ear for that jeft. 

Rom. Nay» ^#od goofe, bite not. 

A£rr. Thy wit is a very bitter fweeting, 
tl i« a moA fliarp iauce. 

Jitm. And is it not weQ ierv'd in to a fweet goofe 

MttK^. O, here's a wit of cheverel^ that ftretches fn 
an inch nawow to an eU broad. 

^ Rtm. I ftreteh it o«t for that word broad, which ad< 
fa the goofe, provea thee far and wide a broad goof 

Mr. Why, is 90t tUs better, than groaning for lov 
Now thoa art fociable ; now art thon R&mu ; now 
ikoii. what tho» art^ bf ai^ as well as by nature ; 
^is driveling Ugfe is like a ^reat Nataral, that n 
Wlhig wy «nd ^wft to hidb hts bauble in a bole. 

Am. Stop ^re, ftop there. 

Jiir» Tho« de&r'ft OK to tepr in my tale, againiL 
%$ir. 

Jnr. Thon wpoldft eUe hare made diy tale large. 

Mer. O, thou art deceived, I woirid have nMt 
Aon ; for I was come to the whole^pth of my tale, i 
loeanty indeed, to occnpj- the argument no longer. 

Ejttif Nurie, mmi Peter jfru* J1£nr« 

Xom. Here's goodly geer s a fi^l ! a iail I 
. Mir. Two, two, a ibirt and a fmock. 

j^/e. Peter, , . ' ■ ■ 

J^etfr. Anon ? 

K:ir/e, My fan, Peter. 

Mer, Do, good Peter^ to hide her face : for her fi 
the fairer of the two. 

Nmfi. Qod ye good-morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. Godye good den, fair^ntlewoman. 

Nur/e, Is it good den ? 

iMSr. .*Tis no left, I tell yon; for the bawdy h 
•C the. dial is 90W upon the pricic of noon. 
: , A^//(^. ^ut upon you! what a man are you ? 



\^0mr. One, gentkwoinaii, that God ha tk inade^ him-- 
felf to mar. 

Nur/e. By my troth, it U well (aid : for himieff tt> 
mar, quotha ? Gentlemen, can any of yOo tell me wlKfe 
I may find theyovng Romto, 

Rm. I can tell you: but yonag J^MtfrWill htiM4f 
when yon have foond'h?m, than he v^ wheh yon ib«|lie 
him : I am the youngeft o^ that aame> for fttth -f^ a 
worfe. ' 

Nkr/e^ You fity well.' 

Mrr. Yea, is the woril well ?' 
Very well took, I'fAth, wlfeiy, wiiUy . 

1^^. If yob te lie; Sif,' •' ' I; 

I defire fome confidence with ^Oii. • » •'' •* 

Bm. She wiU indite htm td ibme MpeP.^ ^ *^ 

Men A bawd, ia bawd, a bawd." W)Wt— — • '^ 

Rsm. What haft thou fotffid? 

Mer. No hare. Sir, nnlefs a hare,' 8ff , b a fante»]pye^ 
that is fomething ftale and hoar ere it be fpent. 
An old hare hoar» 4n old hare hoar, is 'Very g<(»o4 

mcatittr»f, ' • 

Bat a hare, that is hoar, h too much for a fcorr, whtik 

it hoars c^e it b^ i^nt. 
Romeo, will you come to youp father's ? we'U to dinner 
thither. 

Rom. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewcl, ancient lady : • 
Farewel, lady, lady, lady. [Exeunt Mercutio, Senvolio. 

Nuryk, I pray you, Sir, what faucy merchant was thb, 
that was fo full of his ropery ? 

Rom» A gentleman, nurie, that loves to hear himfelf 
talk, and will fpeak niore in a minute, than he will itand 
to in a month. 

Nur/e. An a fpeak any thing againft me, Pll take Kim 
down an' he were luftier than he is, and twenty fucK 
7«ri/ : and if I cannot, I'll find thofe that (hall. Scurvy 
knave, I am none of his flirt-giHs ; I am none of his 
Ikains- mates. And thou mdl Rand b^ \oo> «aA ^^«x 
every knave to sfe se al hi^ ]pk«CuTt i ' \^a bar fM,n. 
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Pet.' I faW no man ufe you at his pleafure: if lA^^ 
my weapon fhould quickly have been put, I warr^^ 
you, I dare draw as loon as another man, if I fee occr'- 
uon in a good quarrel, and the law on my fide. 

Nurje. Now, afore God, I am fo vext, that cv^^ 

■ part about me quivers Scurvy knave ! pray y oa 

:Sir, a word : and as I told you, my young lady bid me 
enquire you out; what ihe bid me fay, I will keep to 
myfelf : but firft let me tell ye, if ye fhould lead her into 
a fool's paradife, as they fay, it were a very grbfs kind of 
behaviour, as they fay,' for thfc gentlewoman is young ; 
and therefore if you fhould deal double with her, truly, 
it were an ill thing to be offered to any gentlewoman, 
and very weak dealing. ' 

Rom, Commend me to thy lady and miilrefs» I protefl 
unto .thee • ■ . — 

l^urfe. Good heart, and» i'faith, I will tell her as 
much : Lord, Lord, fhe will be a joyful woman. 

^m. What wilt thou tell hjsr, nurfe ? thou dofl not 
nark me. 

- Nurfe. I will tell her, Sir, that you do protcfl ; which, 
as I take it, is a gentleman-like o£^r. 
. Rom* Bid her devife fome means to come to fhrift this 
afternoon % 

And there fhe fhall at frair Laurence^ cell 
Be fhriev'd and married : here is for thy pains. 

Nurfi, No, truly. Sir, ftot a penny. 
. Rmn, Goto, I fay, you fhall. . 

Nurfi. This afternoon, Sir? well, fhe (hall be there. 

Rom. And ftay, good nurfe, behind the abby-wall : 
Within this hour mv man fhall be with thee. 
And bring thee coras, ma<]e like a tackled flair. 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Mufl be my convoy in the fecret night. 
Farewel, be trufly, and I'll quit thv pains. 

Nur/e. Now, God in heav'n blefs thee !,hark you. Sir. 

Rom. What fayefl thou, my dear nurfe ? 

Ifurft. Is your man fecret ? did you ne'er hear fay, 
Two jQAy keep cpunfel,. putting one away ? 

Rot 
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Run. I warrant thee, my man's as true as fteel. 
' Nurfi. Well, Sir, my miftrefs is the fweetcft lady; 
Lord, ,Lord ! when *twas « little prating thing — O,— 
there is a noble m^n in town, one Paris, that would fain 
lay knife aboard ; but (he, eood foul, had as lieve fee a 
toad, a very toad, as fee him : I anger her fometimes, 
and tell her, that Paris is the properer man ; hot I'll 
Wjarrant you, when I fay fo, (he looks, as pale as any 
clout in the varfal world. Doth not rofemary and ^- 
meo begin both with a letter ? 

Rom. Ay, nurfe, what of that ? both with an R. (8) 

Nur/e. Ah, mocker ! that's the dog's name. R. is for . 
thee ? No ; I know, it begins with another letter ; and 
ihe hath the prettieft fententious of it, of you and rofe- 
mary, that it would do you good to hear it. 

Rom, Commend me to thy lady — [£;if// Romeo. 

Nur/e. Ay, a thoufand times. Peter^ 

Pet, Anon ? 

Nur/e. Take my fan, and ga before. [Exeunt. 

(S) Rom. Ay, Nurfe, nobaf of that f both ivitb an K, 

Nurfe. Ab mocker! ttat" s the Dog s Name, R. is for the no, 7*" 
kncru) it begins ivith no other Letter,'] 1 believe, I have reftified this 
old Stuff, but it is a littJe mortifying, that the Senfe, vvhen 'lis found 
out, Hiould hardly be worth the Pains cf retrieving it. The Nurfe is 
reptffented as a prating fillv Creature; ftie fays, fhe will tell Romio a 
good Joak al>out his Miftrefs, and asks him, whether Rofemaiy and 
^cmeo do not begin both with a Letter: He (ays, yes, an R. She, . 
who, we niyft fuppofe, could not read, thought he had mock'd her, 
and fays, No, hire, J knovy better: our Dog's name is R. Vours 
begins vAith another Letter, This is natural enough, and very much* 
in Charatler for this infipid prating Creature, R, put her in mind of . 
that Sound which is made by Dogs when they fnarl : and therefore I 
preitime, fh% fays, that is the Dog's Name. A Qu^outioji from Ben 
Johnfon s /Hcbemijl will clear up this Allafion. 

.. — ' Hejhall have a Bell, that^s Abcfj 

And, by it, fianding One whofe Name isD . 

In a rug Gown'^ there's D •iifJrug, that''s Drug; 

Aid right antfifi him a dogfnarling, ——err 5 

'Xbtris Drugjer, Abel Drueger. Ms. fraTbuTl(m% 
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SCENE changes to CapuletV Hoaje. 

Enur Juliet, 

yn/.npHfe clock ftruck nine, when I did fead tb< 

in half an hour flie promis'd to return. 

Perchance, fhe cannot meet him — That's not fb>*-*— 

Oh, fhe is lame : love's heralds fliould be though t5» 

\fhich ten times fa'fter glide than the fun-beams. 

Driving back fliadows over lowripg hills. 

Therefore do nimbfe-pinioa'd doves draw love^ 

And therefore hath the wind-fwxft Cupid wings. 

Now is the fun upon the highmoft hill 

Of this day's journey ; and from nine 'till twelve 

Is three long hours — and yet fhe is not come ; 

Had file affedlions and warm youthful blood. 

She'd be as fwift in motion as a ball ; 

My words would bandy her to my fweet love* 

And his to me ; 

Enter Nurfc *with Pet€r. 

O God, fhe comes. O honey nurfe, what news t 
llaft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 
Nurje^ Feter^ ftay «t the ga^. [Exit Peter« 

Jul. Now, good fwcet nurfe , * 
O Lord, why look'ft thou fad i 
Tho' news be fad, yet tell them merrily : 
If good, thou fham'JR: the mu^k of fweet news> 
* By playing 't to me with fo four a face. 
Nurfi* 1 am a weary, let me reil a while ; 
Py, how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had f 

Jul, I would, thoa hadfi my bones, and I thy news; ! 
Nay, come, I pray ^ee, fpeak-— ^-Good, good nurfe> 
fpeak. 
Mf9)fi. Jefu I what hafte f can you not flay a while ? 
J9o ymu Aot iee^ that I an out oi bt^^aiiv^. 
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JmI. How art thou out of breath, when thou ha(l 
breath 
To fay to me, that thou art oat of breath ^ 
Th' excufe, that thoa doft make in this dela/y 
Is longer than the tale thou doft excufe. 
Is thy news good or bad ? anfwer to that ; 
Say either; and I'll ftay the circumftance : 
Let me be fatisfied» is't good or bad ? 

Nwrfi, Well, yon have made a fimple choice ; von 
knovT not how to chafe a man : R^meo, no, not he ; 
thonsh his face be better than any man's, yet his legs 
excelall men's ; and for a hand, and a foot, and a body, 
tho' they be not to be talk'd on, yet they are pafl com- 
pare, lie is not th« iowerof courtefy, but, I warrant 

him, as gentle as a Iamb Go thy ways, wench* 

fefve God What, have you dined at home ? 

yul. No, no— but all this did I know before : 
What fays he of oar marriage ? what of that ? 

Nm-Ji. Lord, how my head akes ! what a head have I ^ 
It beats as It would fall in twenty pieces. 
My back o* th* other fide— O my back, my back : 
Beflirew your heart, for fending me about 
To catch my death with jaunting up and down. 

JW. I'faith, I am ferry that thou art fo ill. 
Sweet, fweet, fweet nurfe, tell me, what fays my love ? 

Nur/e^ Your love fays like an honeft gentleman^ 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handfome. 
And, I warrant, a virtuons— where is your mother ? 

Jul. Where is my mother? — why fhe is within; 
Where fliould flie be? how odiy thou reply'ft! 
Tour loveJiPfs Uki an hcneft gentleman : ■ 
Ulfere is your mother ?' ■ 

Nurfe. O, God's lady dear, 
Are you fo hot? marry come up, I trow. 
Is this the poultice for my aking bones ? 
Hence-forward do your meilages yourfelf, 

Jul, Here's fuch a coil ; come, what fays Rpme&P ♦ 

Nurje. Have you got leave to go to ihrift to-da.^ i 

Jul. I have. 
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Kt(rfe, Then hie you hence to friar Laurenc^ cell. 
There flays a hufband to make you a wife. 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks, ' 
They'll be in fcarlet flraight at any news. 
Hie you to church, I muft another way. 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Muft climb a bird's-neft foon, when it is dark. 
I am the drudge and toil in your delight, 
But you (hall bear the burden foon at night. . 
Go, I'll to dinner, hie you to the cell. , 

Jul. Hie to high fortune— —honeft nurfe, fareweL' 

SCENE changes to the Monaflery. 

Enter Friar Lawrence, and Romeo. 

Fri. QO fmile the heav'ns upon this holy Aft, 
^ That after-hours with forrow chide us not \ 

Rom, Amen, amen^ but come what forrow'can. 
It cannot countervail th' exchange of joy. 
That one (hort minute gives me in her fight: 
Do thou but clofe our hands with holy words. 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare. 
It is enough, I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Thefe violent delights have violent ends. 
And in their triumph die ; like fire and powder. 
Which, as they meet, confume. The fweeteft honey 
Is loathfome in its own delicioufnefs, * 

And in the tafte confounds the appetite ; 
Therefore love mod'rately, long love doth fo : 
Too fwift arrives as tardy as too flow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the lady. O, fo light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlafling flint; 
A lover may beftride the gofl'amour, 
That idles in the wanton iummer air. 
And yet not fall, fo light is vaLmty. 
^/. Good even to my gKoftAy confeffot. 



Romeo arid Juliet.' 49 

Fri, Romeo ihall thank thee, daughter, for us both. 

Jul, As much to him, elfe are his thanks too much* 

Rom. Ah ! Juliety if the meafurt of thy joy 
fie heap'd like mine, and that thy (kill be more 
To blazon it, then (Weeten with thy breatlr 
This neiehboor air ; and Jet rich mafick's tongue 
Unfold tb' imagined happinefs, that both 
Receive in either, by this dear encounter. 

Jul, Conceit, more rich in matter than in words. 
Brags of his fubflance, not of ornament : 
Th^ are but beggars, that can count their worth ; 
Bat my true love is grown to fuch excefs, 
I cannot fum up one half of my wealth. 

Frii Come, come with me, and we will make ihort 
work ; 
For, by your leaves, .yon fhall not flay alone. 
Till holy church incorp'rate two in one. {Exeunt. 



ACT in. 

S C E N E, rA^ S T R £ E T. 
Enter Mercutio^ Benvolio,' and Servatas, 

B E N V o L I 0. 

T Pray thee, good MercutUj let's -retire \ 
1 The day is hot, the Capulets abroad; 
And, if we meet, we ihall not 'fcape a brawl : 
For now thefe hot days is the mad blood flirring. 

Mer. Thou art like one of thofe fellows, that, when 
be enters the confines of a tavern, claps me his fword up- 
on the table, and fays, God fen^ me no need of thee i 
&nd, by the operation of the fecond cup, draws it on the 
drawer, when, indeed, there is no need. 

Ben. Am I Jiice fuch a. fellow ? 

)f/^. Come, cofac, thou art as bot a "J^k m tii^ 

Vol. VIII. Q •* xawdu 
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xnood ^3 any in Italy; and as Toon mov'd to be moodf, 
znd as foon moody to be mov'd. 

Ben. And what to ? 

Mer. Nay, an* there were two fuch, wc flioold have 
none ihortly, for one would kill the other. Thoalwhy 
thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, or a 
hair lefs, in his beard» than thou haft : thoa wilt quanrel 
with a man for cracking nuts, having no other reaibn 
but becftuie thou haft hafel eyes ; what eye, but fuch an 
eye, would fpy out fuch a quarrel ? thy head it as full of 
quarrels, as an egg is full of meat ; and yet thy hesul 
hath been beaten as addle as an egg, for quarrelling : 
thou haft quarrell'd with a man for coughing m the ftreet, 
becaufe he hath wakened thy dog that hath lain afleep 
in the fun. Didft thou not fall out with a tailor for 
wearing his new doublet before Ea^er ^ with another 
for tying his new (hoes with old ribband ? and yet thou 
wilt tutor me for quarrelling ! 

Ben, If I were fo apt to quarrel as thou art, any man 
fhould buy the fee-fimple of my life for an hour and a 
quarter. ' 

Mer. The fee-fimple ? Ofimple! 

Enter Tybalt, Petruchio, and others. 

Ben. By my head, here come the Capuleis. 

Mer. By my heel, I care not. 

Tyh. Follow me clofe, for I will fpeak to them. 
Gentlemen, good-den, a word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? couple it 
with fomething, make it a word and a blow. 

Tyb. You (hall find me apt enough to that. Sir, if 
you will give me occaiion. 

Mer. Could you not take fome occaiion without giving? 

Tyh. Mer cut to i thou confort'ft with Romeo^ 

Mer. Confort ! what doft thou make us rainftrels ! if 
thou make minftrels cCfts, look to hear nothing but dif- 
cords : here's my fiddlciMck ; here's that, ihall make 
^ou dance. Zounds ! confort ! 

\Lajing his band on bis /word. 
££/t. We talk here in the puUkk YislmlilX. ol tcv<iTv\ 
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Either withdraw unto fome private place. 
Or reafon coldly of your grievances^ 
I Or elfe depart : here all eyes gaze on us. 

Mer, Men's eyes were made to look, and let them g«ZC» 
t will not budge for no man's pleafnre, !• 

Enter Romeo. 

I 9jh. Well) peace be with you, Sir ! here comes my man. 
I Mer* But I'll be hang'd. Sir, if he wear your livery: 



Marry, go firil to field, he'll be your follower ; 
Your worihip in that fenie'lnay call him man.' 

iyh, RimteOf the love, J bear thee, can ajflfbrd 
No better term than this, thou art a villain.*— - 

kom. Tybalt^ the reafon that I have to love thee 
Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting; : villain 1 am none, 
Therefore, farewei ; I fee, thou know'A me not. 

TjB, Boy, this (hall not excufe the ii^uries 
That thou haft done me, therefore turn and draw. 

Rom, I do proteft, I never injur 'd thee. 
Bat love thee better than thou canft devife ; 
'Till thou fhalt know the reafon of my love. 
And fot good Capulet^ (whofe name I tender 
As dearly as my own,) be fatisfied. 

Mer. O calm, difhonourable, vile fubmiffion 1 
Ah ! la Stdccata carries it away. 
fjbak, you rat-catcher, will you walk ? 

Tjh. What wouldft thou have with me f 

Mer. Good Kyig of cats, nothing but one of your 
nine lives, that I mean to make bold withal : and aa 
you fhall ufe me hereafter, dry-beat the reft of the eight. 
Will you pluck your fword out of his pilcher by the 
«ars ? Make hafte, left mine be about your ears ere it 
be out. 

Tyh, I am for you. [Drawittg* 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio^ put thy rapier up. 

Me}\ Come, Sir, youx paffado. 

[Mer^tttio ani TJ^WVi j^g^t^ 
C 2 R»w 
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item. Draw, ^^«W/c,— beat down their weapons—^ 
Gentlemen— <for fliame, forbear this outrage— 
Tybalt — Meratiio'"'''^ the Prince exprefly hath 
Forbidden bandying in Verona ftreets. 
Hold, Ty^tf//,— good Menuth. [Exit Tybalt^ 

Mer. I am hurt— — 
A plague of both the houfes ! I am fped ; 
Is he gone, and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What, art thou hurt ? 

Mer, Ay, ay, a fcratch, a fcratch ; marry, 'tis enough. 
.Where is my page ? go, villain, fetch a furgeon. 

Rom, Courage, man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer, No, 'tis not fo deep as a well, nor fo wide as a 
church-door, but 'tis enough, 'twill ferve : aik for me 
to-morrow, and you ihall find me a grave man. I am 
pepper'd, I warrant, for this world : a plague of both, 
your houfes ! What? a dog, a rat, a monfe, a cat, to 
fcratch a man to death? a braggart, a rogue, a villain, 
that fights by the book of arithmetick ? why the devil 
came you between us? I was hurt under your arm. 

Rom. I thought all for the beft. 

Mer, Help me into fome houfe, Beifvolioy 
Or I fhall faint ; a plague o' both your houfes ! 
They have made worms-meat of me, 
1 have it, and foundly too. Plague o' your houfes ! 

[Exeunt Mer, Ben. 

Rom. This gentleman, the Prince's near allie. 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reputation ftain'd 
With Tybalt* i dander; Tybalt, that an hour 
Hatk been my couiin : O fweet Juliet^ 
Thy beauty hath made me effeminate. 
And in my temper foftned valour's fteel. 

Enter Benvolio. 

Ben, O Romeo y Romeo^ brave Mercutio^s dead ; 
That gallant fpirit hath afpir'd the clouds. 
Which too untimely here did (corn the earth, 
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Rom. This day's black fate on more days does depend ; 
This bat begins the woe, others mufl end. 

Enter Tybalt. 

Ben. Here comes the furious 7\&ait back again. 

Rom. Alive ? in triumph ? smcL Mercutio flain ? 
Away to heav*n, refpedive lenity. 
And fire-ey'd fury be my condudl now ! 
Now, Tybalt 9 take the villain back again, 
That late thou gav'ft me ; for Mercutio\ foul 
Is but a little way above our head». 
Staying for thine to keep him company : 
Or thou or I, or both, muft go with him. 

Tyb. Thou, wretched boy, that didfl confort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 

Rom. This fhall determine that. 

\Xbey fights Tyh^tfaHs. 

Ben. Romsc^ away, begone: 
The Citizens are up, and Tybab flain ——1 
Stand not amtzM $ the Prince will doom thee death. 
If thou art taken : hence, be gone, away. 

Rum. O! I am fortune's fool. 

Bin* Why doft thou ftayf [fjr/V Romeo. 

.Enter Citizens. 

Cit. Which way ran he that kill'd Mereutio? 
Tybalt ^ that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

Cit. Up, Sir, go with me : 
I charge thee in the Prince's name, obey. * 

Enter Prince^ Montague, Capulet, their Wi'vesy &'C, 

Prin, Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 

Ben. O noble Prince,. I can difcover all 
Th' unlucky manage of this fatal brawl : 
There lies the man, flain by youi^g Romeo^ 
That flew thy kinfmrn, brave Merciaio. 

C 3 
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La. Cap, Tyialtf my coufin ! O roy brother's child !— * 
Unhappy iight ! alas, the blood is fpill'd 
Of my dear kinfman — Prince, as thou art true. 
For blood of ours, fhed blood of Montague. 

Frin. Bem)oli9y who began this fray ? 

Ben. Tybalt y here flain, whom Romeo' $ hand did flay: 
'Romeoy that fpoke him fair, bid him, bethink 
* How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal 
Your high difpleafare : all this uttered 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow'd> 
Could not take truce with the unruly fpleen 
OiTyhalty deaf to peace ; but that he tilts 
With piercing fteel at bold Mercuth*s breaft ; 
Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point. 
And with a martial fcorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death aiide, and with the other fends 
It back to Tybalt, whofe dexterity 
Retorts it : Romeo he cries aloud. 
Hold, friends! friends, part! and, fwifter than his tongue. 
His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 
i\nd 'twixt them rufhes; underneath whofe arm 
An envious thruft from Tybalt hit the life 
Of ft out Mercuticy and then Tybalt fled ; 
But by and by comes back to Romeoy 
Who had but newly entertained revenge. 
And to*t they go like lightning : for ere I 
Could draw to part them, was flout Tybalt flain ; 
And as he fell, did Romeo turn to fly : 
This is the truth, or let Ben^olio die. 

La. Cap. He is a kin fm aft to tht Montague. 
AfFedlion makes him falfe, he fpeaks not true. 
Some twenty of them fought in this blaclc ftrife. 
And all thofe twenty could but kill one life. 
I beg for juftice, which thou, Prince, muftgive; 
Romeo flew Tybahy Rom^o muft not live, 

Prin. Romeo flew him, he flew Mercutio ; 
Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe ? 

La. Mont. Not Romeoy Prince, he was Mercutio^ friend ; 
Hjs fault concludes but what the law fliould end. 
The life of Tjiak. 
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Prin. And for that offence. 
Immediately we do exile him hence ; 
I haye an intereft in your hearts' proceeding. 
My blood for yoar rude brawls doth lie a bleeding; 
Bat I'll amerce you with fo ftrong a Hne, 
That you fhall all repent the lofs of mine. 
I will be deaf to pleading and excufes. 
Nor tescrs nor prayers (hall purchafe out abufes •; 
Therefore ufe none ; let Romeo hence in hafle, 
Elfe, when he's found, that hour is his lafl. (9) 
Bear hence this body, and attend our will : 
** Mercy but murders, pardoning thofe that kill." 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE changis to an Jpartment in CapuletV 
Houfe. 

Enter Juliet atone. 

Jul, /^^ Allop apace, yon fiery-footed ileedt, 

Vjr Tow'rds Pbatlus^ maniion ; fuch a waggotter. 
As Phaeton^ would whip you to the weft. 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. 
Spread thy clofe curtain, love-performing night, (10) 

That 

(9) Efff, v/hen ht it found, that hour it bis /aft,'} It ii wonder- 
ful that Mr. Pepe (houfd retort the H^ant of Ear upon any body, 
ind ptfi fuch an inharmoniouc, unfcanning Vcrfe in his own Ear ; 
a Verfc, that cannot run off from the Tongue with any Cadence 
of Mufick, the ihort and long Syllables ftand fo perverfely. We 
muil read, 

E{fe, when ht^z found, that Hour ii bis lafi* 

Every diligent and knowing Reader of our Poet muft have ob- 
ferved, that Hour and Fire are almoft perpetually DiffylUbUs in the 
Pronunciation and Scanfion of his Verfes. 

(to) Spread ibj cUfi Curtain, love^ferfirnung Night, 
Tbat runaways Sjfes m^ wink;] What Runaway^ art vVtfe, vVo^* 
EytaJuHif h wiping to btwe dopt ? Macbeth, -n^^xoxf <c«ktti^^* 
mik4^ lavocation to Night, much in the lame SIt«uu \ 
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That th' run- away 's eyes may wink ; ^d Jkffm 

Leap to thefe arinsy, untalkt of and iinfeen. 

Lovers can fee to do their ain'rous rites 

By their own beauties : or» if love be blind^ 

It beil agrees with night. Come, civil nighty 

Thou foler-fuked matron, all in black, 

And learn mc how to lofe a winning match, 

Play'dfor a pair of ftainlefd maidenheads. 

Hood my unmanned blood baiting in my cheeks. 

With thy black mantle; 'till ftrange love, giown b< 

Thinks true love aded, fimple modefty. 

Come, night, come» Rcmeol come, thou day in ni^ 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night. 

Whiter than fnow upon a raven's back : 

Come, gentlenightj come, loving, black-brow'd ni{ 

Give me my Romeoy and, when he fhall die. 

Take him* and cut him out in little liars, 

And he will make the face of heav'n fo fine. 

That all the world (hall be in love with night» 

And payAQ'Worftiip to the garifh fun. 

Qi I have bobght the man^op of a love„ 

But not poflefs'd it ; and though I am fold^ 

Not yet enjoy'd ; fo tedious is this day. 

As is the night before fooie feMval, 

To an impatient child that hath new robes, 

And may not wear them. O, here comes my nur^ 

Enter Nurfi luith cords. > 

And /he brings news ; and ev'ry tonguCj, tjiat fi^a 
But i^^/v^o's name, fpeaks heav'nly eloquence; 



'Comti feel'wg Nightt 



Scarf up the tender Eye of pitiful day, &c. 
So JuRa here would have Night's Darknefs obfcure thrq 
Eye of the Day, the Sun\ wbooa conildering in a poetical Ligl 
PttebuSf drawn in his Ctrr with fery-fo9ted Stecdsj and ^ 
through the Heav*ns, ihe very properly caJls him, with* regard ti 
Swiftnefs of his Courfe, the Runaway. In the li^e H^ntitx 
Poet fpeaks of the Nigbt, in the Merchant of Venice. • _, r 
J^ergAec/afe Night dvtb fUj the Runav?^^* V.^^ * f^arht 
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Now» nurfe, what news ? what hail thou there ? 
The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 

Nur/e, ' Ay, sty, the cords. 

yul. Ah mci what news ? 
Why doft thou wring thy hands ? 

Nur/e. Ah welladay, he's dead, he's dead, he*s dead ! 
We aire undone, lady, we are undone. 
Alack the day ! he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead. 

yui. Can heaven be fo envious f 

Nur/e. Romeo can. 
Though heav'n cannot. O Romeo f Romeo f 
Who ever would have thought k, Romeo ? 

Jul. What devil art thou, that doft torment me thus ? 
This torture fhould be roar'd in difmal hell. 
Hath Romeo flain himfelf ? fay thou but, I; 
And that bare vowel, I, fhall poifon more (11) 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice. 

Nur/e. I faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes, 
(God fave the mark,) here on his manly breaft. 
A piteous coarfe, a bloody piteous coarfe ; 
Pale, pale as aihes, all bedawbM in blood. 
All in gore blood ; I fwooned at the fight. 

7«/.Obreak,my heart! — poor bankrupt,break at once! 
To prifon, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty ; 
Vile earth to earth refign, end motion here, 
Aiid thou and Romeo prefs one heavy bier 1 

Nurjk O Tyhalty Tjhalty the beft friend I had : 
O courteous Tybalt, honeft gentleman. 
That ever I Ihould live to fee thee dead ! 

JU, What ftorm is this, that blows fo contrary ! 

•(h) jSadtbai Bare vowel, ay, Jhallpeijon more 
■ 9&nr tbeMath-darting Bye of Cockatrice, '\ I queftion much whether 
iIm Gnmmariaiis will take this new Vowel on Tnif^ from Mr. Pot^ 



wHboot Ait'pe^Ag it rather for a Dlptbong. In-ihort, we mufl 
tiiore the Spelling of the old Booki, or we lofe the Poet*s Con- 
ceit. At his Time of day, the affirmative Adverb Ay was gene- 
'i*lly written, J; and by this mcam it both becomes a Vvw*l, and 
a^Kverfflto Sovnd to Eyti upon which the Conceit turtis i(i tK<11^^* 
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Is Rmf flaqgbter'd ? and is Tjhalt dead ? ^ 

Mv dear-lov'd coufin, and my. dearer lK)rd ? 

Then let the trumpet found the general dooin» 

For who' is living, if thofe two are gone? , 

Nurfe. Tybalt is dead, and Jiontio baniihed, . 
Rmt^t that kill'd him, he is banifhed. 

Jul. O God! did Rome^h hand (ked lyhaU^ bloods 

tfur/e. It did, it did, alas, the day ! it did. 

Jul. O ferpent-hcart, hid with a flow'ring face! 
Did ever dragon keep ib fair a cave ? 
Beautiful tyrant, £end angelical ! 
Dove feather'd raven ! woTviHi-rav'ning lamb ! (12) 
Defpifed fubflance, of divinell ihow ! 
Juft oppofite to what thou juftly feem'ft, 
A damned faint, an honourable villain ! 
O nature ! what hadll thou to do in hell. 
When thou didft bower the fpirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradife of fuch fweet flefh ? 
Was ever book, containing fuch vile matter. 
So fairly bound ? O, that deceit fhould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous palace \ 
Nur-Je, There's no truft. 
No faith, no honefty, in men; all perjur'd; 
All, all iorfworn ; all naught ; and all diifemblers. 
Ah, where's my man ? give me fome Jqua inta ■ ■ • » 
Thefe griefs, thefe woes, thefe forrows xnake npte old! 
Shame come to Romeo ! 

(12) Ra'vemutD<me,featbtr*dRa'veny t' 

JVth'tJb ravening lamb. "^ This paflagc Mr. Po^f has thrown ool 
of the Text, partly, 1 p.efumc, becaufe thcfc two noble Hemijkeh 
are, indeed, in|iarmonxous ; [But chiefly, bccaufc they are obfcun 
and uninteljigible at the firft view.] But is there no fudi Thiaj 
as a. Crutch for ^a labouring, halting, Verfe? I'll ven:ure to rdK)r< 
t(i the Poet a Line that was certainly his, that is in his owl 
Mode of ihinkinf, and truly worthy of him. The firft .woH 
ravepouSf I hav no doubt, was blunderingly coined ont of S«vc 
and ravening, which follow; and, if we only throw it out, w 
gain at once an harmonious Verfe, and a proper Coi^traft of Epi 
thus and Images. 

: . . PHft-f€4ibir4 Rm/m I JV^lviflt-wu^nini Lsmi^ 



Jul. Blifier'd be thy tongue, 
For fach a wi(h I he was not bom to ihame.; 
Upon his brow fhame is afhamM to iiU • 
For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd 
Sole monarch of the univerfal earth. 
Oy what a beaft was I to chide him fo ? 

Nurfi. WUl yon fpeak weU of him, that kiUM ipMt 
couiin? 

Jul. Shall I fpeak ill of him, that is my holband ? 
Ah, poor my Lord, what toneue Ihall fmooth thy namCf 
When I, thy chree-hours-wife, have mangled it -I 
Bat wherefore, villain,- didft thou kill my coufin } 
That villain coufin would have kill'd my hufband. 
Back, foolifh tears, back to your native fpring ; 
Your tributary drops belong to woe. 
Which you, miflaking offer up to joy. 
My hufband lives, that Tybalt would have flain ; 
And Tybalt* h dead, that would have kilPd my huiband ; 
All this is comfort ; wherefore weep I then ? 
Some word there was, worfcr than Tybalt*s death. 
That murder'd me ; I would forget it, fain ; 
But, oh ! it preiTes to my memory. 
Like damned guilty deeds to finners' minds ; 
Tybalt is dead^ and Romeo bamjhedl 
ISliat bmnjbedi that one word banijhtdt 
Hath flain ten thoofand Tybalts : TybalP% death 
Was woe enough, if it had ended there : 
Or if fow'r woe delights in fellowihip, 
And needly will be rank'd with other griefs. 
Why follow'd not, when (he faid Tybalt' t dead. 
Thy Father or thy Mother, nay, or loth ? 
Bat with a rear-ward following Tybalt'^ death, 
Romeo is bamjhe d ■ ■ -to fpeak that word. 
Is, father, mother, TybaU, Romeo, Juliet, 
All flain, all dead !—— -Romeo is hamfiedf 
There is no end, no limit, ineafure, bound, 
hthat wond's death ; no words can that woe found. ^ 
where is my father, and my mother, nnrfe I 

Ibr/e^ Yle^piag and wailing Q(mTyhM% coittte. 
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Will you go to them ? I will bring you thither. 

Juf. Wafh they his wounds with tears f mine (halT 
be fpent. 
When theirs are dry, for Romee^s banifhment. 
Take up thofe cords ; — poor ropes, you are begail'd ; 
Both yon and I ; for Romeo is exiPd. 
He made you for a high-way to my bed r 
But I, a maidy die maiden widowed. 
Come, cord; come, nurfe; 1*11 to my wedding-bed i 
And Death, not Romeo^ take my maidenhead ! 

Nurje, Hie- to your chamber^ I'll find Romeo 
To comfort you. I wot well, where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night ; 
I'll to him, he is hid at hwvorenee^ cell. 

Jul, Oh find him, give this ring to my true knight^ 
i^nd bid him come, to take his laS farewel. \ExeunU 

SCENE changes to the Monajiery. 

Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo. 

Trijr% Omeoy come forth ; come forth, thou fearful man ; 

J[\^ Afili^ion is enamour'd of thy parts. 
And thou art wedded to calamity. 

Rom, Father, what news ? what is the Princt^s do(f%^ 
What (brrow craves acquaintance at my handj. 
That I yet know not ? 

Fri, Too familiar ^ 

Is my dear on with fuch fow'r company. , ■ ' 

I bring thee tidings of the Prince's doom ?- 

Rom, What lefs than dooms-day is the Prince*s doom I 

Fri, A gentler jugdqient vanifh'd from his' lips, * 
^Qt body's death, but body's banifhment. >■ 

Rom. Ha, baniOiment! be merciful, fay^ death;. 
For exile hath mose terror in his look, ^ . 
Much more than death,. Do. not fay, banifhmenft^'\ 

.Fri, Here from Ferqaa ant thou banifhed : .• \ K- 
Be patient* fontfatr world is broad and wide. •■ 

Jj^ Th^ik JkH Vfoxld.withottt Fer^ta**^ WaUsv'^^ 
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Bat purgatory, torture, hell itfelf. 
Hence banifhed; is banifh'd from the world ; 
And world-exil'd, is death. That banifhed 
Is death miAterm'd : calling death banifhment^ 
Thou cut'ft my head off with a golden ax. 
And fmirft upon the ftroke that murders me. • *\ 

Fri, O deadly fin ! O rude unthankfulnefs ! ' ' 

Thv fault our law calls death ; but the kind Prince, 
Taxing thy part, hath ruffit afide the law. 
And turn'd that black word death to banifhment. 
This is dear mercy, and thou feeft it not, 

Rom. 'Tis torture, and not mercy : heaven is here; ' 
Where yuljet lives ; and every cat and dog * 

And little moufe, every unworthy thing, ' 

Lives here in heaven, and may look on her ; 
But Romeo may not. . More validity. 
More honourable ftate, more courtfhip lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo : they may feize- 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand. 
And fteal immortal bleflings from her lips ; 
• (Which tfv'ri in pure and veftal mod eft y 

Still blliih, as thinking their own kiffes iin.) 
^This may flics do, when I from this muft fly ; 

pd fay'ft thou yet, that exile is not death ?) 
\j0«nto may not ; — he is banrfhed. 
Had^^pn no poifon mixt, no fharp-mund knife. 
No fudo^n mean of death, tho* ne'er fo mean,. 
But bani\ed to kill me ? baniihed h 
O Friar, the damned uie that wo^d in hell ; 
Howlings attend it : how haft thou the heart. 
Beings a divine, a ghoftly confeflbr, 
A fln-abfolver, and my friend profeft. 
To mangle me with that word, bahiihment ? . 

Fri. Fond mad-man, hear me fpeak. - ■ ■ 

Rom. O, thoa wilt ijpeak again of banifhment. • i 

Fri. I'll give thee armour to keep off that word, < '^ 
Adrerfity's^fweet milk, philoibph)% 
To coihforcthee, tho.' thou art banxihtdd; * v "* 

Rom. Yei^ haBlQked^i haiig up ptuk>fofV| \ ^ .^^ 
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Unlefs philofophy can make a Julutf 
Difplant a town, reverfe a Prince's doom. 
It helps noty it prevails not, talk no more 

Fri, O, then I fee that mad-men hatrc no ears. 

Ro. How ihould they, when that wife men have no tyes ^ 

Fri. Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate. 

Rom, Thou canll not fpeak of what thou doft not feel : 
Wert thou as yOung as I, ^ulie/ thy love, 
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, 
Doating like me, and like me banifhed ; 
Then might'ft thou fpeak,then might'ft thou tear thy hair, 
And fall upon the ground as I do now. 
Taking the meafure of an unmade grave. 

[ThrtnAjing himfelfon the ground. 

Fri, Arife, one knocks ; good Romeo ^ hide thyfelf. 

[Knocking wtbin, 

Rom, Not I, unlefs the breath of heart-fick groans, 
Mill- like, infold me from the fearch of eyes. [Knock. 

Fri, Hark, how they knock ! — (who's there ?)— iJawff, 
arife. 
Thou wilt be taken— (ftay a while)— ftand up ; \K»o€ks, 
Run to my ftudy — {J&y and by) — iGod's will ! 

What wilfulnefs is this ? 1 come, I come. [Knuk. 

Who knocks fo hard? whence come you; what's yonr will? 

Nur/e, [Within,'] Let me come in, and you ma}) know 
my errand : 
i come from lady Juliet, 

Fri, Welcome then. 

Entir Nur/e. 
Nur/e. O holy Friar, oh, tell me, holy Friar, 
Where is my lady's Lord ? where's Romeo? 

Fri. There, on the ground, with his own tean^iaade' 
drunk. ' ' j 

Nur/e, O he is even in my miftrefs' cafe, 
Juft in her cafe, O woful fympathy ! 
Fiteous predicament ! ev'n fo lies ihe, . . i .. . 

Blubb'ring and weeping, weeping and blal>bcring. ' 
Stand up, ftand wp Jttt5.^^^« »¥' Y^^ be >; man :.* ' 
" ' tor 
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For Julieth fake, for her fake, rife and (Und* 
Why fhould vou fall mto fo deep an oh ! 

Rem. Nurtel . 

Nur/e. Ah Sir ! ah Sirl-^Death is the end of all. 

Rom. Speak'H thou o{ Juliet? how is it with her ? 
Doth not ihe think me an old marderer, 
Npw I have fiain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood, rQmov'd but little from her own } 
Where is ihe ? and how does /he ? and what fays 
My conc;eal*d lady to our cancelled love ? 

Nur/e, O, ihe fays nothings Sir ; but weeps and weeps ; 
And now falls on hen bed, and then ftarts up ; 
And Tybalt cries, and then on Romeo calls. 
And then down falb again. 

Rom, As if that name. 
Shot from the deadly level of a gun. 
Did murder her, as that name's curfed hapd 

Murder'd her kinfman. Tell me, friar, tell me. 

In what vile part^f this anatomy 

Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may fack 

The hateful manfibn. [Drofwing his SwonL 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand : 
Thy tears are womaniih, thy wild a£ls denote 
Th' unreafonable fury of a beaii. 
Uniecmly woman in a feeming man ! 
And ilUbefeeming beail in feeming both ! 
Thou haft amaz'd me. By xny holy order, ■■' 

I thought thy difpoiition better tempered. 
Haft thou flain Tykalt? wilt thou ilay thyfelf ? 
And flay thy lady, that in thy life lives. 
By doing damned hate upon thyfelf? 
Why rail'ft thou on thy birth, the heav'n, and earthy. 
Since ^birth, and hef^v'n, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft lofe ? 
Fy, fy! thou iham'ft tiiy ihape, thy love, thy wit, .,-. 
Which, like an ufurer, abonnd'ft in all, 
^nd nfeft none in that true ufe indeed. 
Which ftioiild bedeck thy ihape, thy love, thy Wit« '« 
Th/ aobk flxape is but >l %m of waj^ 1. ' 
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Digrcffing from the valour of a man ; 
Thy dear love fworn, but hollow perjury. 
Killing that love, which thou haft vow'd to cherifh. 
Thy wit, that ornament to fhape and love, 
Mil-(hapcn in the conduft" of them both, 
Like powder in a (kiil-lefs foldicr's flafk, 
Is fet on fire by thine own ignorance, 
And thou difmcmber'd with thine own dcfcrjce. 
What, roufe thee, man, thy Juliet is alive, 
For whofe dear fake thou waft but lately dead : 
There art thou happy. Tyhak would kill thee. 
But thou fiew'ft Tybalt ; there thoa'rt happy too. 
'^he law, that threatned death, became thy friend. 
And turn'd it to exile ; there art thou happy ? 
A pack of bleflings light upon thy back, 
Happinefs courts thee in her beft array. 
But, like a mift)ehav'd and fullen wench. 
Thou pout*ft upon thy fortune and thy. Jove. 
Take heed, take heed, for fuch die miferablc. 
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 
Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her: 
But, look, thou ftay not 'till the watch be fet; 
For then thou canft not pafs to Mantua : 
Where thou (halt live, 'till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends. 
Beg pardon of thy Prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thoafand times more joy. 
Than thou went'ft fbrth in lamentation. 
Go before, nnrfe ; commend me to thy lady, 
AqA bid her haften all the houfe to bed, 
Wjb^ heavy forrow makes them apt unto. 
Mmeo 19 cominn;. 

'Nitr/e, O Lord, I conld have ftaid here all nigluloAgt 
To hear cood counfel : oh, what learning is ! 
My LorC I'H tell m^ Lady yon will come. 

J?M». Do fo, and bid my fweet prepare to chide.^ 
Nur/i. Here, Sir, ft ring ftic bid me give yoo, Sir : 
Bie you, make hafte, for it grows very late. 
Jiam. How weU my comfort is reviv'd b^ thi^l 

Fru 
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FrL Sojourn in Mantua i I'll find out your man, 
AAd he fhall iignify from time to time 
Every good hap to you, that chances here : 
Give me thy hand, 'tis late, farewel, good-night. 

Rom, But that a joy, pafi joy, calls out on me, 
It were a grief^ fo brief to part with thee. [Exeunt* 

SCENE changes to CapuIetV Houfe. 
Enter Capulet, Ltidy Capnlet, and Paris. 

C^sr/.'T^Hings have fallen out. Sir, fo unluckily, 

X That we have had no time to move out 
daughter: 
Look you, fhe lov'd her kinfman Tytalt dearly. 
And fo did I. — Well, we were born to die.— — 
*Tis very late* Ihe'll not come down to-night. 
I promife you, but for your company, 
I would have been a-bed an hoar ago. 

Par. Thefc times of woe aiford no time to wooe : 
Madam, good night; commend me to your daughter. 

La, Cap. I will, and know her mind early to-morrow : 
To-night fhe's mew'd up to her heavineis. 

Cap. Sir Parisf I will make a defperate tender 
Of my child's love : I think, (he will be rul'd 
In all refpedts by me ; nay more, I doubt it not. - 
Wife, go you to her ere yo« go to bed j 
Acauaint her here with my ion Paris* love. 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wednefday next,—— : i 
But, foft; what day is this? f. w 

Par. Monday, my Lord; . <i V' 

Cap.Mondav? Ha! ha! well, Wedne/day \s tiio (iitffky 
Ojk.ibm{fila^ m it be : o' Tburjday^ tell her, \\ 

She (hall be married to this noble £arl. i \ 

Will you be ready ^ do you like this hafte;? i.. 

We'll keep oo great a-do— rafriend or two . ■ ■ 
For,' hark you, Tybalt being.flain fo latei, * vi 

It may be>tltbught we held -him careleilyy. «v- »\^"* 
Being .our kinfman, ii a%ci wvel, mutlcv ; v ^. ^ " 
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Therefore we'll have fome half a dozen friends. 
And there's an end. But what fay you to Thur/Hayf 

Par. My Lord, I would that ^hurfday were to-morrow. 

Cap. Well, get you gone — on Thur/daj^ be it then : 
Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed, VTo Lady Cap. 
Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding-day. 

Farewel, my Lord light to my chamber, hoa ! 

•Fore me, it is fa very late, that we 

May call it early by and by. Good-night. [Exeunt. 

SCENE, Juliet'i Chamber looking to the 
Garden. 

Enter Romeo tf»^ Juliet, aho<vi atatvindcw; a ladder 
of ropei fet. 

5r*/.T T 7ILT thou be gone ? it is not yet near day : 

Vy It was the nip htm gale, g/id not the lark, ' ^ 

That piercM the fearful liollos^ of thing ear; ^ 

Nightly (he iings on yon pom^ranate tree : ^ 

Believe me, love, it was tne nightingale. j 

Ktm. It was the lark, the herald of the mom, f 

No nightingale. Look, love, what envious ilreaks \ 

Do lace the fevering clouds in yonder eaft : \ 

Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the mifly mountains' tops. 
I muH be gone and live, or flay and die. 

JuL Yon light is not day-light, I know it well : 
It is fome meteor that the fun exhales, 
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer. 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua y 
Then ftay a while, thou fhalt not go fo foon. 

Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death, 
I am content, if thou wilt have it fo. 
I'll fay, yon gray is not the morning's eye, 
'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia^s brow $ 
Nor that is not the lark, whqfe notes do beat 
The vaulty heav'ns fo high above cor heads. 
I have more c^re to ftay, t&aiii viiUto fp. 
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Come death, and welcome : Juliet wills it fo. 
How is*t, my Soul ? let's talk, it is not day. 

7«/. It is. It is; hie hence, be gone, away : 
It is the lark that iinss fo out of tune. 
Straining harfli difcords, and unpleaiing (harps. 
Some fay, the lark makes fweet diviiion ; 
This doth not fo : for ihe divideth us. 
Some fay, the lark and loathed toad change eyes ; 
0, now I would they had chang'd voices too ! 
now be gone, more light and light it grows. 

Rm, More light and Bght ?— More dark and dark 
our woes. ^ 

Enter Nurfe, 

Nur/e. Madam, 
. JuL Nurfe ? 

Nur/e,. Your lady mother's coming to your chamber : 
The day is broke, be wary, look about. [Exit Nurfe. 

Jul, T'hco, window, let day in, and let life out. 

Rom. Farewel, farewel j one' kifs, and Fll defcend. 

[Romeo defcenels. 

Jul. Art thou gone fo ? love ! Lord \ ah hufband ! friend I 
I muft hear from thee ev'ry day in th' hour, 
For in a minute there are many days. 
O, by this count I (hall be much in years. 
Ere I again behold my Romeo, 

Rom. Farewel : I will omit no opportunity. 
That may convev my greetings, love, to thee. 

JuL O think*(t thou, we (hall ever meet again ? 

Rom, I doubt it not ; and all thefe woes (hall ferve 
For fweet difcourfes, in our time to come. 

Jul, O God! I have an ilUdivining foul.— 
Methinks, T fee thee, now thou art &low, 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb : 
Either my eye-(igh't fails, or thou look'd jpale. 

Rom, And truff me, love, in mine eye 10 do you : 
Dry forrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu. 

\Exit Romeo* 
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JuL Oh fortune, fortune, all men call thee fickle r 
If thou art fickle, what deft thou with him 
That is renovvn'd for faith ? be fickle, fortune ; 
For «then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long. 
But fend him back. 

£ttUr Ladf Capulet. 

La. Cap, Ho, daughter, are you up ? 

Jul. Who is't that calls ? is it my lady mother ? 
What unaccuftom'd caufe procures her hither ? 

La. Cap, Why, how now, Juliet? 

Jul. Madam, I am not well. ^- 

La. Cap. Kvermore weeping for your coufin'is death ? 
What, wilt thou wath him from his grave with teaU'S ? 
An' if thou couldil, thou couldfl not make him live \ 
Therefore, have done. Some grief (hews much of love } 
But much of grief fhews ftill fome want of wit. 

Jul Yet let mc weep for fuch a feeling lofs. 

La. Cap. So (hall you feel the loA, but not the fritnd 
Which you do weep for. 

JuL Feeling fo the lofs, 
I cannot chufe but ever weep the friend. 

La. Cap. Well, girl, thou weep*fi not fo much for 
his death, 
As that the villain lives which iflaughterM him. 

Jul. What villain. Madam? 

La. Cap. That fame villain, Romeo, 

Jul. Villain and he are many miles afunder. 
God pardon him ! I do, with all my heart : 
And, yet, no man like he doth grieve my heart* 

La. Cap. That is, becaufe the traitor lives. 

Jul. J, Madam, from the reach ofthefe my hands :«- 
*Would, none but I might venge nay coufia*s death ! 

La. Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fear thou not : 
Then weep no more. 1*11 fend to one in Mantua^ 
Where that fame bani(h'd runagate doth live. 
Shall give him fuch an unaccuftom'd dram, 
Tb^t ne Ihall foon keep Tybalt company. 
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jid then, I hope, thou will be fatisfy'd. 

JuL Indeed, I never fhall be fatisfied 

l^ith R,omeo9 till I behold him dead - 

\ my poor heart fo for a kinfman vcxt ? 

ladam, if you could find out but a man 

'o bear a poifon, I would temper it ; 

'hat Romeo fhould upon receipt thereof 

oon flecp in quiet.— O, hbw my heart abhors 

'cFhear him nam'd,—— and cannot come to him— — 

'o wreak the love I bore my flaughter'd coufin, 

Fpon his body that hath flaughter'd him. 

La. Cap. Find thou the means, and I'll find fuch a man« 
;at now-ril tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 

JuL A^d joy comes well in fuch a needful time, 
^hat are they, I befeech )rour ladyfhib,.^ 

La. Cap. Well, well, thou haft a/caretSl father, child: 
)ne, who, to put thee from thy heavinefs, 
lath forted out a fudden day of joy, 
Tiat thou expc£l'ft not, nor I look'd not for, 

Jul. Madain, in happy time, what day is this ? 

La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thurfday morn, 
The gallant, young and noble gentleman. 
The County Paris^ at St. Peter^^ church, 
huXi happily make thee' a joyful bride. 

Jul. Now, by St. Peter\ church, and Peter too, 
le fhall not msike mc there a joyful bride. 

womder at this hafte, that I muft wed 
ire he, that muft be hufband, comes to wooe. 

pray you, tell my Lord and father. Madam, 

will not marry yet : and when I do, 
t (ball be Romeoy whom you know I hate, 
Uther than Paris. Thefe are news, indeed ! 

La. Cap. Here comes your father, tell him fo yourfelf, 
Vnd foe, how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet, and Nurfe, 

Cap* When the fun fets, the air doth drizzU Aevi \ 
Jut tor the funfet oi my brother's foi 
/. It 
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It rains downright. 

How now ? a conduit, girl ? what, fHll in tears ? 

Evermore (how*ring ? in one little body 

Thou counterfeit'ft a bark, a Tea, a wind ; 

For ftill thy eyes, which I may call the fea. 

Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body is, ' 

Sailing in this fait flood : the winds thy nghs. 

Which, raging with thy tears, and they with them» 

Without a Tudden calm, will overfet 

Thy tempeft-tofled body How now, wife ? 

Have you delivered to her our decree ? 

La. Cap. Ay, Sir ; but fhe will none, (he gives yon 
thanks : 
I would, the foql were married to her grave ! 

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with yoo, wife. 
How, will ihe none ? doth (he not give os thanks } 
Is fhe not proud, doth ihe not. count her bleft. 
Unworthy as ihe is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 

Jtd. Not proud, you have ; but thankful^ that yon have. 
Proud can I never be of what I hate. 
But thankful even for hate, that is meant love. 

Cap. How now ! how now ! Chop logic k ? What is this ? 
Proud ! and I thank you ! and I thank you not I 
And yet not proud ! — Why, miilrefs minion, yon. 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds. 
But fettle your iine joints 'gainft Tbur/day next. 
To go with Paris to Saint Peter's church : 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
Out, you green-iicknefs«carrion ! Out, you baggage ! 
You tallow-face I 

La. Cap. Fy, fy, what, are you mad ? 
' yuL Good father, I befeech you on my knees^ 
Hear me with patience, but to fpeak a word. 

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! difobedient wretch ! 
I tell th.^e wi.at, get thee to church o' Thurfday^ 
Or. never after look me in the face. 
Spenk not, reply not, do not aivfwcr me ; 
Aly Ilngcr;s .icch. Wife, we {catce xYiovx^Wx^Wt^ 
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That God hath fent os but this only child ; 
Sut now I fee this one is one too mach» 
Vnd that we have a curfe in having her : 
)ut on her, hilding !— — 

Nurje. God in heaven blefs her ! 
fou are to blame, my Lord, to rate her To. 

Cap. And why, my lady wifdom ? hold yoar tongHe, 
?ood prudence, fmatter with your goffips, M« 

Nurji, I fpeak no treafon — O, god-ye-good-de n < 
^ay not one fpeak ? 

Cap, Peace, peace, you mumbling fool j 
Jtter your gravity o'er a goflip's bowl, 
?ox here we need it not. 
La. Cap. You are too hot. 

Cap. God's bread ! it makes me mad : day, night> 
late, early, 
^t home, abroad, alone, in company, 
Wakinjg, or fleeping, ftill my care hath been 
To have her match'd ; and having now provided 
^ eentleman of noble parentage. 
Of fair demefns, youthful, and nobly-allied, 
Stuff'd, as they fay, with honourable parts, 
Proportion'd as one's thought would wiih a man : 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, 
A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender, 

To anfwer, 1*11 not wed, 1 cannot love— - 

I am too young,— I pray you, pardon me— 

But, if you will not wed, I'll pardon you : 

Graze where you will, you ihall not houfe with me ; 

Look to't, think on't, I do not ufe to jefl. 

Tbur/day is near ; lay hand on heart, advife ; 

If you be mine, 1*11 give you to my friend : 

If you be not, hang, beg, llarye, die i*th' ftreets ; 

For, by my foul, Til ne'er acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine fhall ever do thee good : 

Truft to't, bethink you, I'll not be lorfworn. [Exit. 

Jul. Is there no pity fitting in the clouds. 
That fees into the bottom of my grief ! ' 
0, {weet my mothcf-f cail me rax t.way, 
iV&7 rAw xnama^e for a month, 2.nvcc\l-, 
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Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where TjSalt lies. 

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I'll not fpeak a w( 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. [i 
Jul. O God ! O Nurfe, how (hall this be prevent 
My hulband is on earth ; my faith in heav'n ; 
How fliaU that/aith return again to earth,' 
Unlefs thttt h»f&and.6nd 1is^9 fra|ft>i^trte» ^.}^.i. 

Bv leaving earth ? Comfort me, counfel me. 

Alack, alack, that heaven fliould ptadife flratageo 
Upon fo foft a fubjedl as myfelf ! 
What fay 'ft thou ? haft thou not a word of joy ? 
Some comfort, nurfe. 

Nur/e. Faith, here it is : 
Romeo is bani(h'd ; all the world to nothing. 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you ;. 
Or if he do, it needs muft be by ftealth. 
Then fince the cafe fo ftandy, as now it doth, 
I think it beft, you married with the Count. 
Oh, he's a lovely gentleman ! 
Romeo*s a difh-clout to )iim ; an eagle, Madam, . 
Hath not fo green, fo quick, fo fair an eye 
As Pant hath. BeQirew my very heart, 
I think you happy in this fecond match. 
For it excels your firft ; or if it did not. 
Your firft is dead ; or 'twere as good he were. 
As living here, and you no ufe of him. 
JuL Speak'ft thou from thy heart ? 
Nur/e. And from mv foul too. 
Or elfe befhrew them Loth. 
Jul. Amen. 
Nur/e. What? 

Jul. Well, thou haft comforted me marvellous muc 
Go in, and tell my lady I am gone. 
Having difpleas'd my father, to Laivrence* cell, 
^ To make confeflion, and to be abfclv'd. 

Nur/e, Marry, I will ; and this is wifelv done. [Ex 
J^u/. Aijcient damnation ! O moft wicked fiend ! 
Is it mQxe fm to wifli me thus (oi^y^oni) 

C 
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Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue 
Which (he hath prais'd him with dhove compare. 
So many thoufand times ? gt)> connfeflor,— — 
Tfakm-and my bofccm' henceforth fhall be twain : 
I'll to the Pridr, lo kaow his remedy : 
If all elie faiU myfelf have power to die. [Exit. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE, the MoNASXERy. 

Enter Friar Lawrence and Paris. 

F ^ I A R. 

ON nur/dqy$ Sir ! the time is very fhort. 
Par. My father Capulet will have it fo. 
And I am nothing flow to flack his hafle. 

Frt» You fay, you do not know the lady's mind : 
Uneven is this courfe, I like it not. 

Par, Immoderately ihe weeps for Tybalth death : 
And therefore have I little talkM of love. 
For Fenus fmiles not in a houfe of tears. 
Now, Sir, her father counts it dangerous. 
That, fhe fhould give her forrow fo much fway ; 
And, in his wifdom, hafies our marriage. 
To ftop the inundation of her tears ; 
Which, too much minded by herfelf alone. 
May be put from her by fociety. 
Now do you know the reafon of this hafte ? 

Fri. I would, I knew not why it fhould be flowed. 

[Jftde. 
Look^ Sir; here comes the lady towards my cell. 

Enter Juliet. 

Par. Welcome, my love, my lady ani my \v\^t\ 

>^ Vifif^^ ^^> ^^'^' ^^en I may be a mfc. 
Vol. VIIL • £> ' par, 
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Far, That may be, muft be, love, on TbttrfJof next" 

ytt/..What muft be, fhall be. 

/*r/. That's a certain text. . 

Par, Come you to make confeffion to this &ther? 

Jul, To anfwer that, were to confefs to you. 

Par, Do not deny to him, that you love me. 

Jul, I will confels to you, that I love him. 

Par, So will ye, I am fure, that you love me.. 

Jul, If I do lb, it will be of more price 

Being fpoke behind your back, than to your face. 

Par, Poor foul, thy face is much abus'd with tears. 

Jul, The tears'have got fmall viftory by that : 
For it was bad enough oefore their fpight. 

P^yr.Thou wrong'ft it,more than tears,with that report.. 

Jul, That is no llander. Sir, which is but truth. 
And what I (*peak, I fpeak it to my face. 

Par, Thy face is mine, and thou haft ffanderM it. 

Jul, It may be fo, for it is not mine own. 
Are you at leifure, holy father, now. 
Or fhall I come to you at evening mafs ? 

Fri, My leifure ferves me, pen five daughter, now. 
My Lord, I muft intreat the time alone. 

Par, God ftiicld, I fhould difturb devotion : 
Juliety on Thurfday early will I rou7;e you : 
*Till then, adieu ! and keep this holy kifs. 

[Exit Paris. 

Jul. Go, (hut the door, and when thou haft done fo. 
Come, weep with me, paft hope, paft cure, paft help. 

Fri, O Juliet, I already know thy grief. 
It ftrains n:c paft the compafs of my wits. 
I bear, yoa mufr, and nothing may prorogue it. 
On Thurfday next be married to this Count. 

Jul, Tell me not, Friar, that thou hear'ft of this, 
Unlefs thou tell me how I may prevent it. 
Jf in thy wifdom thoucanft give no hdp. 
Do thou but call my refolution wife. 
And with this knife I'll help it prefently. 
(jod join'd my heart and Rome6*s ; thou, our hands ; 
And frc this hand, by thee to Rcmeo .^eaPd, 

Shail 
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Shall be the label to another deed. 
Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, this ihall flay them both : 
Therefore out of thy long-experienc'd time. 
Give me fome'prefent counfel ; or, behold, 
'Twixt my extreams and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the umpire ; arbitrating that. 
Which the commflfiion of thy years and art 
Could to no iflfue of true honour bring : 
Be not fo long to fpeak ; I long to die. 
If what thou fpeak'ft fpeak not of remedy. 

Fri, Hold, daughter, I do *fpy a kind of hope. 
Which craves as deiperate an execution. 
As that is defp'rate which we would prevent. 
\U rather than to marry Comte Parisy 
Thou haft the ftrength of will to flay thyfelf. 
Then it is likely, thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this fliame. 
That cop'ft with death himfelf, to 'fcape from it ; 
And if thou dar'fl:, I'll give thee remedy. 

Jul. O, bid me leap, rather than marry PariSy 
From off the battlements of yonder tower : 
Or chain me to fome fteepy mountains top. 
Where roaring bears and lavage lions roam ; 
Or fliut me nightly in a charnel houfe, 
O'er-cover'd quite with dead mens' ratling bones. 
With reeky flianks, and yellow chaplefs £ulls ; 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave. 
And hide me with a dead man in his fliroud ; 
(ThingSjthat to hear them nam'd, have made me treinb.'c;) 
And I will do it without fear or doubt. 
To live an unilain'd wife to my fvveet love. 

Fri. Hold, then, go home, be merry, give confent 
To marry Paris ; Wednejday is to-morrow ; 
To-morrow night, look, that thou lie alone. 
(Let not thy nurfe lie with thee in thy chamber : ) 
Take thou this phial, being then in bed. 
And this diftilled liquor drink thou oflf ; 
When prefentl/ through all thy veins fiiaU lun 
A coldund drowfy humour^ which Ihall fciic 
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Each vital fpirit ; for no pulfe fliall keep 
His nat'ral progrefs, but forccafe to beat. 
No warmth, no barcath, fliall teftify thou liv'ft ; 
The rofes ui thy lips and cheeks fhall fade 
To paly afhes : thy eyes' windows fall. 
Like deathj when he fhuts up the day of life ; 
Each part, deprived of fupple government. 
Shall flifF, and dark, and cold appear like death : 
And in this borrowed likenefs of ihrunk death 
Thou Ihalt continue two and forty hours. 
And then awaka^ as from a pleafant ileep* 
J^oiv when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
To roufe thee from thy bed, there arc thou dead : 
Then, as the manner of our country is. 
In thy befl robes uncovered on the bier. 
Be born to burial in thy kindred's grave : 
Thou (halt be borne to that fame ancient vault. 
Where all the kindred of the CapuUu lie. 
In the mean time, againfl: thou ihalt awake. 
Shall Romeo by my letters ktlow our drift, 
Andvhither fhall he come; and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua-^ 
And this fhall free thee from this prefent ihame. 
If no unconflant toy, nor womanifh fear. 
Abate thy valour in the a6ting it. 

"JuL Give me, oh give me, tell me not of fear. 

faking the phials 

Fri. Hold, get you gone, be flrong and profperons 
Ife ^his rcfolve; I'll fend a Friar with fpeed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy Lord. 

JuL Love, give me ttrength, and ibength fhall help 
afford, 
Farewel, dear fkthcr !— — [Exeunt. 



^C^^^ 
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SCENE, changes to Capulet'j Houfe. \ 

Enter Capulet^ Lady Capulet, Narfef and tw9 or thf^ 
Servants^ 

Cap, O O many guefts inritc, as here are ^rit : 
O Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 

Ser<v, You ihall have none il], Sir, for I'll try if they 
can lick their fingers. 

Cap, How canft thou try them fo ? 

Ser*u, Marry, Sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot Hckhh 
own fingers : therefore he that cannot lick his fingtri, 
goes not with mc. :! 

C<s^. Go, l5e gone. ' '. 

We mall be much unfumiftiM for titis time ; ' 

What, is my daughter gone to Friar Lmvrence-f 

Nmr/e, *Ay, fojpfooth. 

Cap, Weil, he may chanfcc to do feme -good On her: 
A peevifli felf-willM harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet. 

Nurfe, See, where ihe comes froln ihrift with merry look. 

Cap, How now, my head-ftrong ? where have you 
been ^diding ? 

yuL Where I have, learnt me to^'cpent ^e fin 
of difobedient oppofition 
To you and your Behefls ; and am enjoined 
By noly LanMrence to fall proftrate here. 
And beg your pardon : Pardon, I befeech you ! 
Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you. 

Ciip, ^end for the Comte, go, tell him of thi«, 
111 haye tlus knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Jul, I met the youthful Lord at Lat/jrence^ cell. 
And gave, him what becoming love I might, 
Not ftepping o'er the bounds of modefty. 

Cap, Why, I am glad on't, this i% v/«\\» %»Si.^ ^^V 
This is a5'r Ihould be ; let me fee the Comt^ \ 
A/, marry, go, I fay, and fetcU liim laidi^x. - 

D 1 ^^^ 
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Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar- 



AU our whole citv is much bound to him . 

JuL Nurfe, will you go with me into my clofet. 
To help me to fort fqch needful ornaments 
XiAs you think fit K> furnifh me to-morrow ? 

La, Cap, No, not 'till Ihurfde^^ there is time enougl^ 

Caf, Go nurfe, go with her; we'll to church JK> 
morrow. \Ex^unt }\xX\el.and NurJ^ 

La, Cap.. We ihall be ihort in our proviiion ; 
'Tis now near night. 

Cap, Tulh, 1 will ftir about, 
Atl^ all things fball be well, I warrant thee, wife : 
Go thcu to Jylitty help to deck up her, 
I'll not to bed to-night, let me alone : 
I'll play the houfewife for this once.— What, ho ! 
They are all forth ; well, I will walk ipyfelf 
To Comte Parisj to prepare him up 
Againil to-morrow. My heart'4 wondrous Hght, 
Since this fame w^y-ward gid is fo re^laim'd. 

[M;ceuiti Capalet ^d lady^: Capulet 

SCENE thanges to JulietV Chamler. 
Enter Juliet and Nurfe ^ 

Jul. \ Y, thofe attires are beft; but, gentle nur{e> 

jtV. I pray thee, leave me to my felf to-night : 
For Ihave need of manyorifons 
To move the heav'ns to fmile upon my ftate. 
Which, well thou know'ft, is crofs, and full of fin. 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. What, are you bufy, do you tieed my help i 
Jtd. No, Madam, we have cull'd fuch neceiTaries . 
As are behoveful for our ftate to-morrow : 
So pleafe yon, let me now be left alone, 
And let the nui-fe this night fit up with you : 
for, I am fnre, you have your hands full all> 
Jn this fo fudden bufinefs. 
Xa, Cap. Gocud-night, 
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Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. [Exeunt. 
JuL Farewel — God knows, when we fhall meet again ! 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins^ 
That almoft freezes up the heat of life. 
I'll call them back again to comfort me. *•■ 

Nurfe — what fliould flie do here ? 
My difmal fcene I needs muft ad alone : 
Come, phial — What if this mixture do not work at all ? 
Shall I o^ force be marry 'd to the Count ? 
No, no, this ihall forbid it \ lie thou there — < — 

\Pointing to a dagger » 
What if it be a poifon, which the friar 
Subtly hath miniftered, to have me dead. 
Left in this marriage he fhould be diihonour*d, ' ^ 
Becaufe he married me before to Romeo ? ' 

1 fear, it is ; and yet, methinks, it fhould not, 
For he hath ftill been tried a holy man. — ■>.. 
How, if,- when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Romeo, 
Comes to redeem me? there's a fearful point \ 
Shall I not then be ftifled in the vault. 
To whofe foul mouth no healthfom air breathes in. 
And there be ftrangLed ere my Romeo comes I 
Or, if I live, is it not very like, 
I'he horrible conceit of death and night, 
Togetker with the terror of the place, 
(As in a vault, an ancient receptacle. 
Where,, for thefe many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried anceftors are packt; 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth. 
Lies feftringin his iliroud; where, as they fay. 

At fome hours in the night fpirits refort ) 

Alas, alas ! is it not like, that I 
So early waking, what with loathfom fihells, 
And fhrieks, like mandrakes torn out of the eaith. 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad. 
Or, if I wake, fliall I not be diftraught, 
(Invironed with all thefe hideous fears,) 
And madly play with my fore-faCuers' '^o\x\U, 
And pluck the mangled Tyialt frotaViu ftvtoxjA^ 

D 4 ^ ^^ 
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And in this rage, with fomc great kinfman's bone. 
As with a club, dafii out my defp'rate brains j^ 
O .look ! methinks, I fee my coufin's ghoft 
Seeking out Romeo, that did fpifhis body 

Upon a rapier's point. Stay, Tihaltj flay ! 

Romeoy I come ! this do I drink to thee. 

[She throvjs berfilf on the bed. 

SCENE changes to CapuletV HaU. 

Enter Lady Capulet and Nur/e. 

/n. Cap.T T Old, take thefe keys and fetch more fpicf s, 
X JL nurfe. 

Nur/e, They call for dates and quinces in the paflryji 

Enter Capulet, 

Cap» Come, ftir, ftir, ftir, the fecond cock hath crow'd. 
The curfeu bell hath rung, *tis three o'clock : 
iook to the bak'd meats, good Angelica. 
Sparc not for co(l. 

Nurfe. Go, go, you cot-quean, go ; 
Get you to bed; 'faith, you'll be lick to<.morrow. 
For this night's watching. 

Cap, No, not a whit : what, I have watchM ere now 
All night for a lefs caufe, and ne'er been fick. 

La, Cap, Ay, you have been a moufe-'huntin your time, 
But I will watch you, from fuch watching, now. 

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurfi^ 

Cap, A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood » ■ 
Now fellow, what's there ? * • " 

Enter three or four nuith fpitSy and logs, and bafkets. 

Ser^, Things for the cook, Sir, but I know not what. 
Cap, I^lake hafte, make hafte ; firrah, fetch drier logs. 
Call Peter y he will fhew-thee where they are. 
Ser*z/. I have a head. Sir, that will &nd out logs. 
And iseyertcotthlc F^tn for t^e im^^^ 
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Cap. 'Mafs, and well faid, a merry whorefon, ha! 

Thou fhalt be loeger-head. good faith, *tis day. ■ 

The Comte will w here with mufick llraight, 

[PAjy tnuficIL 
For fo, he faid, he would. I hear him oe^. 
Nurfe, — wife,— what, ho ! what, nurfe, I fay ? 

Enter Nurfe, 

Go, waken Juliet^ go and trim her up, 
1*11 go and chat with Paris : hie, make haile. 
Make hafte, the bride-groom he is come already ; 
Make hafte, 1 fay. [Exe. Capulet and Nur/e, /e<verall^* 

SCENE changes to Juliet'j Chambery Juliet 
on a bed. 

Re-enter Nurfe. 

Nurfe.^/il2iTtSsy what, miftrefs ! Juliet-^^Fa^, I 

IVL warrant her. 
Why, lamb — why. Lady — Fy, yon flug-a-bed — 
Why, love, I fay — Madam, fwect-heart — why, bride— 
What, not a word ! you take your pennyworths now"; 
Sleep for a week ; for the next night, I warrant, 
The Comte Paris hath fet up his reft. 
That you fhall reft but little— God forgive me 
Marry, and amen !— How found is flie afteep ? 
I muft needs wake her : Madam, madam, madam. 
Ay, le't the Comte take you in your bed— - 
He'U fright you up, i*faith! Will it not be ? 

Whatdreft, and in your cloaths and down again t 

I muft needs wake you : Lady, lady, lady 
Alas I alas! help! help! my lady's dead. 
O well-a-day, that ever I was born ! 
Some Jqua-viite, hoi my hord^ my lady \ 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cafi. What noife is here ? 
A^^cy^. O Jamcntabk day ! 
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La. Cc'p, What's the matter? 

Nurfe* Look,— -oh heavy day! 

La, Cap, Oh me, oh me, my ciuld, my only Kfe ! 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee ; 
Help, help ! call help. 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap, For fhame, hxing Julkt forth ; her Lord is come. 

Nurfe, She's dead, deceased, flie's dead" : alack the day4 

Cat. Ha I let me fee her — Out, alas ! flie's cold ; 
Her Wood is fettled, and her joints are llifF; 
l^tt and thefe lips have long been feparated : 
Death lies on her, like an untimely frbfl 
Upon the fweeteft flow'r of all the field. 
Accur£ed time! unfortunate old man ! 

Nur/e, O lamentable day ^ 

La. Cap. O woeful time I 

Cap, Death, that hath ta'en her hence to make me wail. 
Ties up my toiigue, and will not let me fpeak. 

Enter Friar Lawrence, and Paris ixjith Mujtcians, 

Fri. Come,' is the bride ready to go to church ? 

Cap. Ready to go, but n^ver tb return. 
O fon, the night before thy wedding-day 
Hath death lain with thy wife: fee, there (he lies, 
Flow'r as (he was, deflowred now by him : 
Death is. my fon-in-law. 

Par. Have I' thought long to fee this morning's face^ 
And doth it give me fuch.a nght as this ! 

La. Cap. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful day I. 
Moll miferable hour, that time e'er faw 
In lafting labour of his pilgrimage ! 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 
Eut one thing to rejoice and folace in, 
And cruel death hath catchM it from my fight. 

Nur/t'. O woe 1 oh wofql, wofu!, wpful day ! 
Moft lamentable day t moll woful day! 
Thsit ever, ever, 1 did y.ct belvcrtd. 
Oh day I oh day ! oh day \ lik \i?itftl\]\ ^>j\ 
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Never was feen fo black a day as this : 
Oh woful day, oh woful day ! 

Par, Beguird, divorced, wronged, fpightcd, flain,. 
Moft deteftable death, by thee beguil'd. 
By cruel, cruel thee quite over-thrown : 
O love, O life, — not life, but love in death !— — 

Cii/. Defpifs'd, diftrefled, hated, martyr'd, kill'd. 
Uncomfortable time ! why cam'ft thou now 
To murder, murder our folemnity I 
O child ! O child I my foul, and, not my child ! 
Dead art thou ! dead ; alack 1 my ^hild is dead ; 
And, with my child, my joys are buried. 

Fri. Peace, ho, for fhame 1 Confufion's cure live* 
not (13) 
In thefe confufions : Heaven and yourfelf 
Had part in this fair maid ; now* heav'n hath all ; 
And all the better is it for the niaid. 
Your part in her you could not keep from death ; 
But heav'n keeps his part in eternal life. 
The moft, you fought, was her promotion ; 
For 'cwa& your heaven, (he fhould be advanced: 
And weep you now, feeing flie is advanc'd. 
Above the clouds, as high as heav'n himfelf ? 



(13) Peaciy bo, for (hame, confufions! Care /Vi/« not in theft 
Confufions,'] This Speech, though it contains good Chriftian Doctrine, 
though it is pcrfeftly in Chara^er for the Friar, and not the moft def^ 
pitable for its Poetry, Mr. Pcpe has curtailed to little or ncthing, 
becaufe'it has not the Sanftion of .the firft old Copy. By ihe fanwi 
Rule, had he purfued it throughout, we might have loft fomc of 
the fincft additional Strokes in the two Parts of K. Henry I V. 
But there was another Reafon, I fufpejfb for curtailing: Geriain 
Corruptions ftarted, which ihould have required the indulging his- 
frigate Senfe to make them intelligible, unci this was an unr^afon- 
ablc Labour. As 1 have reformed the PalTage above quoted, I 
dare warrant,. I have reftoi tJ our Poet's Text j and a* Tine fcnfible 
Reproof it contains againft immoderate Grief: for the Friar begin* 
with telling them, that the Cure of thofe Confufions, into which 
•he melancholy Accident had thrown 'em, did not live in tUe cow- 
Ais'd and inordinate Exclamations which tUc^ w^itK^'i ca ^^tv^.•c 
Account, 

0"^ 
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Oh, in this love you tovc your child ib ill. 
That you run mad, feeing, that fli€ is well. 
She's not well married, £at lives married long ; 
But (he's beft married, that dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and flick your rofemaiy 
On this fair coarfe ; and, as the cuHom is. 
And in her beft array, bear her to church. 
For tho*^ fond nature bids us all lament, (14) 
Yet nature's tears are reafon's merriment. 

Cap. All things, that wc ordained feftival. 
Turn from their office to black funeral ; 
Our inftruments to melancholy bells. 
Our wedding chear to a fad funeral feaft ; 
Our folemn hymns to fulJen dirges change. 
Our bridal flow'rs ferve for a buried coarfe; 
And all things change them to the contrary. 

Fri, Sir, go you in, and. Madam, go with him ; 
And go^ Sir Paris ; every one prepare 
To follow this fair coarfe unto her grave. 
The heav'ns do low'r upon you, for fome ill ; 
Move them no more, by croffing. their high will. 

[E:<eiifit Capulet, Lcuiy Capulet, Pari y/Mf</ Friar.- 

Manent Mujidansy and Nur/e, 

M.'if. Faith, we may put up our pipes and be gone. 
hurfe, Honeft good fellows: ah, put up, put up; 
For, weJl you know, this is a pitiful cafe. 

{Exit Nur/e., 
Mvf* Ay, by ray troth, the cafe may be amended. 

(14) For thi (omt Nature bid us all lament S^ Seme Nature ?Sure^ 
\X is tt^c ^^fffrd/ Rule of Nature, or (he could not bid us d// lament. 
I have ventutcil 10 fubftitute an Epithet, which, I fufped^, was loftia 
the idle, ror«ti^ed Word, .Scw^; and which admirably quadrates 
with Uie Verfe fucceeding thisj that though the fondnels of oatuie 
lay 4uch an injonftion upon 'us, yet thut Reafon docs hut mock our • 
pua«£ilir.g fotiovv. . 
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£fiter Peter. 

Pff. Mnficians, oh muiiciansy hearths eafe^ heart* s tafe : 
Oh, an you will have me live, why, play hearths eafe. 

Muf. Why, iftart^s tafef 

Vet, O muiicians^ BecauFe my heart itfelf plays, my 
heart itfelf is full dfnxjoe. O, play me fome merry dump> 
to comfort me ! 

Muf Not a dump we, 'tis no time to play now. 

Pet, You will not then ? 

Muf No. 

Pet, I will then give it you foundly. 

Muf, What will you give us ? 

Pet, No money, on my faith, but the gleek : I will 
give you the minftrel. 

Muf Then will I give you the ferving creature. 

Pet, Then will I lay the ferving creature's dagger on 
your pate. I will carry no crotchets. I'll re you, I'll 
fa you, do you note me ? 

Muf An you re us, 2ccAfa us, you note us. 

2 Muf, Pray you, put up your dagger, and put out 
your wit. 

Pet. Then have at you with my wit : I will dry-beat 
you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger : 
anfwer me like men : 
When griping gti^fthe heart doth 'wound y 
^hen mufic fwitb her fihver found ■ 
^^^yyfil'ver found? why, mufick ^with her fl'ver found ? 
What fay you, Simon Catling ? 

1 Muf Mdrry, Sir, becaufe filver hath a fweet ^sund.. 
Pet, Pretty! what fay you, Hugh Rebeck? 

2 Muf, I fay, filver found, becaufe muiicians ibond 
for filver. 

Pet, Pretty too ! what fay you, Samuel Sound-Board? 

3 Muf, 'Faith, I know not what to fay. 

Fet, O, I x:ry yop mercy, you are tYitJinger, I will 
fay for you. It is mufick with her filver found, becaufe 
fuch fellows, as you, have no gold for fouudiiv^* 

Th§ mt^c^ wu^ Jher^l*ver/outid 
I^^/fs^rf^f/s. \Exit fai^V^'^%- 
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Muf. What a peiUlent knave is this fame ? 
2 Muf, Hang him, Jack ; come, we'll in here, tarry 
for the mourners, and ilay dinner. lExeunt* 
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SCENE, in Mantua. 

Enter R o M E o. 

IF I may truft the flattering truth of fleep. 
My dreams prefage fome joyful news at hand : 
My bofom's Lord fits lightly on his throne. 
And, all this day, an unaccuftom'd fpirit 
Lifts me above the ground with chearful thoughts, 
I dreamt, my lady came and found me dead, 
(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to think). 
And breath'd fuch life with kiffes in my lips. 
That I reviv'd, and was an Emperor. 
Ah me ! how fweet is love itfelf poiTefl, 
When but love's fhadows are fo rich, in joy ? 

Enter Balthafar. 

News from Verona How now, Balthafar? 

Doft thou not bring me letters from the Friar ? 
How doth my Lady ? is my father well ? 
How doth my Juliet ? That I afk again ; 
For nothing can be ill, if fhe be well. 

Baltha, Then fhe is well, and nothing can be ill ; 
Her body fleeps in Capulets* monument. 
And her immortal part with angels lives : «- 
I faw her laid low in her kindred's vault. 
And prefently took pcft to tell it you : 
O, pardon me for bringing thefe ill news. 
Since you did leave'it tor my office. Sir. 

Rom. Is it even fo ? thi n I defy you, ftars ! 
Thou know'fl my lodging, — ^get me ink and paper. 
And hire, poii-horfes. I wiW l^euc^ to-ia^x. 
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Bakha, Pardon me. Sir, I dare not leave you thus ». 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some xoii*adv«iiture. 

Rom. Tulh, thou art deceiv'd r 
Leave mc, and do the thing I bid thee do : 
Haft thou no letters to me from the Friar ? 

Bolt ha. No, my good Lord. 

Rom. No matter : get thee gone. 
And hire thofe horfes ; TU be wkh thee ftraight. 

[Exit Baithafar* 
Well, JuUef, I will lie with thee to-night ; 
Let's fee for means — O mifchief ! thou art fwift 
To enter in the thought of defperate men I 
I do remember an apothecary. 
And hereabouts he dwells, whom late I noted 
In tatterM weeds, with overwhelming brows. 
Culling of fimples ; meager were his. looks v 
Sharp mifery had worn him to the bones : 
And in his needy fhop a tortoife hung. 
An. alligator fiuft, and other (kins 
Of ill-9iap'd fifhes -, and about his fhelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes ; 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and mufty feeds. 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of rofes 
Were thinly fcatter'd to make up a Hiow. 
Noting this penury, to myfelf,. I faid. 
An if a man did need a^poifon now, 
Whofe fale is prefent death in Manfita, 
Here lives a cakifF wretch would kW it him. 
Oh, this fame thought did but fore-run my need> 
And this fame needy man muft fell it me. 
As I remember, this fhould be the houfe. 
Being holy-day, the beggar's fhop is (hut : 
What, ho ! Apothecary I 

Enter Apothecaryi, 

Jp. Who calls fo loud ? 

Rom. Come hither, man ; I fee, that thoa wi ij^ot \ 
Hold, there is forty ducats ;■ let me have 
A dram ofpoifon, fuQb, foon-fpeeding gtei^ 
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As will difperfc itfclf thro' all the veins. 

That the life-weary taker may fell dead ; 

And that the trunk may be difcharg'd of breath. 

As violently, as hafty powder fir*d 

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb. 

Jf. Such mortal drugs I have, but Mantua's law 
Is death to any he that utters thdm. 

Rom. Art thou fo bare and full of wretchednefs^ 
And fear'ft to die ? famine is in thy cheeks ; 
Need and oppreffion ftare within thine eyes, 
Contempt and beggary hang upon thy back : 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law ; 
The world affords no law to make thee rich. 
Then be not poor, but break it and take this. 

Jf, My poverty, but not my will, confents. 

Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

j^p. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 
And drink it off, and if you had th:- rtf=\':^th 
Of twenty men, it would difpatch you ilrrJght. 

Rom. There is thy gold ; worfe poiibn to men's fouls. 
Doing more murders in this loathfome world. 
Than thefe poor compounds that thou may'ft not fell : 
I fell thee poifon, thou haft fold me none. - ^ 
Farewel, buy food, and get thee into flefh. 
Come, cordial, and not poifon ; go with me 
To Juliet's grave, for there muft I ufe thee. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to the Monajlery at Verona. 

Enter Friar John. 
John.T TOly Francifcan Friar! brother! hoL 

Enter Friar Lawrence to him. 

Laixi. This fame Ihould be the voice of Friar Johtt.--^ 
Welcome from Mantua ; what fays Romeo F 
Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 
^/at. Goine to find a bare-foot brother out> 
One of oar order, to affociale me, 
J:fere in this city viiiting.tbe fick-. 
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And finding hixn, the feaichers of the town, 
Sufpediing that we both were in a houie 
-Where x)\e infedtious peft Hence did reign, 
Seal*d lip the doors, and would not let us forth ; 
So that my fpeed to Moat ha there was ilaid. 

Lauo, Who bore my letter then to Rmuo ? 

John. I could not fend it ; here it is again | 
Nor get a meifenger to bring it thee. 
So fearful were they of infe&on. 

Latjo, Unhappy fortune ! by my brotherhood. 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge 
Of dear import ; and the neglcfling it 
May do much danger. Friar Johni go hence. 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it ftraight 
U»tD my cell. 

John. Brother, I'll go and bring it thee. \JMU 

La<iv* Now muft I to the monument alone $ 
Withi^i thefe three hoars will fair yuiiet wake ; 
She will befhrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents : 
But I will write again to Mantua, 
And keep her at my cell 'till Rome$ come. 
Poor living coarfe, clos'd in a dead man's tomb ! [Exit. 

S X^ E N E changes to a Church-yard: In it^ b 
Monument belonging to the Capulets, 

Enter Paris, and his Page, with a light, 

Par.f^^lvtmt thy torch, boy; hence, and ftand aloof. 

VJ Yet put it out, for I would not be fecn : 
Under yond yew-trees lay thee all along, 
Layin? thy ear clo|e to tne hollow ground ; 
So fh^l no foot upon the church-yard tread, 
(Being loofe, unfiirm, with digging up of graves) 
But thou (halt hear it : whiflle then to me, 
As fignal that thou hear'ft fomething approach. 
Give me ihofe Uow'rs, Do as I bid thtt •, yi. 
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Page, I am almoft afraid to fland alone 
Here in the church-yard, yet I will adventure. [Exi 

J^ar* Sweet flow'r ! with flow'rs thy bridal bed I ftrci? 

[ Strewing fionmi 
Fair Juliet., that with angels doft remain. 
Accept this lateft favour at my hand ; 
That living honour'd thee, and, being dead, 
With fun'ral obfeqaies adorn thy tomb. \The boy nvhiftL 
»— The bay^ gives warning, fomething doth approach ;• 
What curled foot wanders this way to-night, 
To crofs my obfequies, and true-love's rite ? 
What ! with a torch ? muffle me, night, a while. 

Enter Romeo and Balthafar ixjitb a light, (15) 

Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching ire 
Hold; take this letter/ early in the morning 
See thott deliver it to my Lord and father. 
Give me the liehtj upon thy life, I charge thee,. 
Whatever thou hcar'ft or kcSt, ftand all aloof. 
And do not interrupt me in my courfe* 
Why I defcend into this bed of death. 
Is partly to behold my lady's face : 
But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring, a ring that I mufl ufe 
In dear employment ;. therefore, hence, be gone: 
But if thou, jealous, doit return to pry 

(15) Enter Romeo and Peter with a Light J] But Peter wii 
Servant. of the CapuUtt: befidcs, he brings the Mattock and Cr 
t« wrencl) open Juliet's Grave, an Office hardly to be intrufted w 
» Serr«nt of that Family. We find a. little above, at the very 1 
ginning of this Ad,. Balthafar is the Pcrfon who hrings Romeo ^ 
News of his Bride's Death : and yet, at the Clofe of the PI 
Peter takes upon him to depofe that he brought thofe Tidings. I 
credUist Qoirites ?— In fliort. We beard Ba/tbafar deliver the M 
fage J and therefore Peter is a lying Evidence, fuborned by the bli 
dcring Editors. We muft therefore ca/hierhim, and ^ut Baltk 
on his proper Duty. The Source of this Error feems eafy to-be 
counted for j Peter*i Character ending in the fourth Aft, it is \ 
pwbibli the fame Pcrfon might play Balthafar, and fo be quoted 
M3 the Prompter's Book a» Peter, 
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In what -I further ihall intend to do. 

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint. 

And flrcw this hungry church-yard with thy limbs ; 

The time and my int-ents are favage, wild. 

More fierce and more inexorable i^r • 

Than empty tygers, or the roaring Tea. 

Balth, I will be gone. Sir, and not trouble you. 

Rom. So (halt thou fhew me friendship. — Take thou 
that; 
Live and be profp'rous, and farewel, good fellow. 

Balth. For all this fame, I'll hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. [Exit Balth» 

Ro?n Thou dcteftabk maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorg'd with the dearefl morfel of the earth» 
Thus I infbrce thy rotten jaws to open, 

[Breaking ofen the Manumenu 
And in defpi^ht 1*11 cram thee with more food. 

Par. This is that baniflit haughty Moniazue^ ^ ♦ 
That murder'd my love's coufin ; (with which grief. 
It is fuppofed, the fair creature dy*d,) 
And here is come to do fome villanous fbame ' 

To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. 
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague : 
Can vengeance be purfu'd further than death f 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee ; 
Obey, and go with me, for thou muft die. 

Rom. I muft, indeed, and therefore came I hither.— ► 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defp'rate man ; 
Fly hence and leave me : tliink upon thefe goue. 
Let them affright thee. I befeech thee, youths 
Pull not another fin upon my head. 
By urging me to fury. Oh be gone ! 
' By heav'n, I love thee better than myfelf ; 
' For I come hither arm'd againfl myfelf. 
Stay not, be gone ; Uve, and hereafter fay^ 
A madman's mercy bade thee run away. 

Par. I do defy thy commiferation. 
And apprehend thee for a felon here*. 
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Rom, Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee, boy. 

\They fight, Vans falls. 

Page. Oh Lord, they fight ! I will go call the Watch. 

Par, Oh, I am flain ; if thou be merciful, 
' Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet, [D^/. 

Rojn. In faith, I will : let me perufe this face 
Mercuti6*s kinfman ! Noble Comte Paris ! 
What-faid my man, when my betoffed foul 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I think, 
He told.me, Paris fhould have married Juliet. 
Said he not fo ? or did I dream it fo ? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet y 
To think it was fo ? Oh give me thy hand. 
One writ with me in four misfortune's book, 
I'll bury thee in a triumphant grave. 
A grave ? O, no ; a lanthorn, flaughter'd youth ; 
For here lies Juliet ; and her beauty makes 
This vault a feafting prefence full of light. 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interred ;■ 

[Laying Paris in the Monument • 
How oft, when men are at the point of death, * ' 

Have they been merry ? which their keepers tall 

A lightning before death. O, how may 1 

Call this a lightning 1— Oh my love, my wife ! 
Death, that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath. 
Hath bad no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer'd ; beauty's eniign yet 
Is crimfon in thy lips, and in thy cheeks. 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there. 
Ty^tf/V, -ly'ft thou there in thy bloody (beet? 
Oh, what more favour can I do to Uiee, 
Than with that hand, that cut thy youth in twain. 
To funder his, that was thy enemy ? 
Forgive me, coufin.— Ah dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet fo fair ? (hall I believe 
That unfubftantial death is amorous. 
And that the It an abhorred monfler keeps 
Thee here in dark, to be his paramour ? 
For fear of that, I ftill wiW fta^ y^ixVi tkee ; 
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And never from this palace of dim night (i6) 

Depart again : Here, here will I remain. 

With worms that are thy chamber-maids ; oh here 

Will I fet op my everlafting reft ; 

And'ihake the yoke of inaufpicious ftars 

From this world-weary'd flefh. Eyes, look your laft ! 

Arms, take your laft embrace I and lips, oh you 

The doors of breath, feal with a righteous kii's 

A datelefs bargain to engroffing death f 

Come, bitter conduct ! come unfav'ry guide ! 

Thou defp'rate pilot, now at once run on 

The dafhing rocks my fea-fick, weary, bark : 

Here's to my love! oh, true apothecary I 

[prinks the foifotim 
Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kifs I die. [Z>i>/. 

(16) And never from thii PaUce cf £m Ntght 

Depart again, {Come, lie thou ia my Arms | 
Here*8 to thy Health. O true Apothecary ! 
Thy Drugs are quick)] Mr. Popi^, and forae other of the 
worfer Editions, acknowledge abfurdly the Lines which |I have pat 
into Ptfr^n/A^* here J aad which I have expunged from the Text, 
for this Reaion : Runeo is made to confefs the Effect of the Poifon, 
hefore ever he has taded it. I fuppofe, it hardly was fo favoury 
that the Patient (hould chufe to make two Draughts of it. And, 
c)|gbt Lines after thefe, we fintfhim taking the Poilon in his Hands, 
akd making an Apofirjfht to it ; inviting it to perform its Office at 
once ; and then, and not till then, docs he clap it to his Lips, or 
can with any Probability fpeak of its inilant Force and Eifefls. Bc- 
fides. Shake/pear e Iwould hardly have made Rcmeo drink to the Ilealtb 
of his iUad Miftrefs. Tho' the ft ft ^arto in 1599, and the two old ' 
Fc/io's acknowledge this abfurd Stuff, I find it left out in fevcral latter 
Sl^aao ImprefTons. I ought to take notice, that tho* Mr. Fope has 
thought fit to flick to the old Copies in this Addition, yet he is 
no fair Tranfcriber ; for he has funk upon us an Hemifiich of moft 
profound AMurdity, which poflefTes all thofe Copies. 



-Conuy lie tb9u in my Arms ; 



Hfre'j to ibf Health, where -e'er thou tvmblefi la. 
true Apetbecary ! &c. 
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Enter Friar Lawrence njoitirlanthorny crow, and J^aA^ ■ ' 

Fr/. St. Francis be my fpeed ! how oft to<»night 
Have my old feet ftumbled at graves ? who's there ? 

Enter Balthafar. 

BaL Here's one, a friend, and one that knows yon wdL 

Fri, Blifs be upon you ! Tell me, good my friend^ 
What torch is yond, that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyelefs fculls ? as I difcern. 
It burneth in the Capulets^ monument. 

Balth. It doth fo, holy Sir, 
And there's my mafler, one you dearly love. 

Fri. Who is it ? 

Bahb. Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he been there ? 

Baltb, Full half an hour, 

Fri. Go with me to the vault. 

Balth. 1 dare not. Sir, 
My mafter knows not, but I am gone hence ; 
And fearfully did menace me with death. 
If I did flay to look on his intents. 

Fri. Stay then, I'll go alone ; fear comes upon me; 
O, much I fear fome ill unlucky thing. 

BaltL As I did fleep under this yew-tree here, 
1 dreamt, my mafter and another fought. 
And that my mailer flew him. 

Fri, Romeo f 
Alack, alack, what blood is this, which flai&s 
The llony entrance of this fepulchre ? 
Whet mean thefe mafter lefs and goary fwords. 
To lie difcolour'd by this place of peace ? 
Romeo / oh pale ! who elfe ? what Paris tot) ? 
And fteep'd in blood ? ah, what an unkind hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance ? 
The lady ftirs. 

f Jul. [a^aking!\ Oh comfortable Friar, whew is my 
Lord ? 
/ do Tcmtmh^i well, wlmeic 1 ftko\A4\jt \ 
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ere I am ; but where is Romeo ? 
I hear fome noife ! Lady, come from that neft 
th, contagion, and unnatural fleep ; 
ter power, than we can contradift, 
hwarted our intents ; come, come away ; 
i(band in thy bofom there lies dead, 

%ris too Come, I'll difpofe of thee 

J a lifterhood of holy Nuns : 
)t to queliion, for the Watch is coming. 
go, good Juliet ; I dare no longer flay. {Exit: 

Go, get thee hence, for I will not away, 
i here ? a cup, clos'd in my true love's nand ? 
, I fee, hath been his timelefs end. 
irl, drink all, and leave no friendly drop 
p me after ? I will kifs thy lips : 

fome poifon yet doth hang on them ; 
ke me die with a reflorative. 
ps are warm. 

Enter Boy and Watch^ 

:h. Lead, boy, which way ? 

Yea, noife ? 
[11 be brief. O happy dagger ! 

[Finding a dagger, 
I thy iheath, there ruft and let me die. 

\KiUs her/elf. 
This is the place ; there, where the torch doth burn. 
:b. "The ground is bloody. Search about the 

church-yard ; 
•me of you, whom e'er you find, attach* 

fight ! here lies the Comte flain, 
uliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead, 
ere hath lain thefe two days buried. 
I the Prince, run to the Capulets^ 
ip the Montagues ; fome others, fearch— — 
: the ground whereon thefe woea do lie : 
5 true ground of all thefe piteous woes 
QjQot without cirpumilance defcry« 
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Enter fom of the Waicb^ ^itb Baltha{ar. 

2 Watch, Here's Romeo\ man, we foimd him in the 
church-yard. 

I Watch, Hold him in fafety, *till the Prince comes 
hither. 

Enter another Watchman^ fwith Friar Lawrenct. 

3 Watch, Here is a Friar that trembles, fighs and W0ep \ 
We took this mattock and this fpade from him^ 

As he was coming from this chorch-yard fide, 
1 Watch, A great fufpicion : ftay the Friar tooi 

Enter the Prince, and Attendants* 

Prince, What mifadventure is fo early up, 
That calls our perfon from our morning's reft i 

Enter Capulet and Lady Capulet. 

Cap, What (hould it be, that they fo fhriek abroad f 

La, Cap, The people in the ftreet cry, Rmio ; 
Some, Juliet ; and fome, Paris ; and all run 
With open out-cry tow'rd our monument. 

Prince, What fear is this, which ftartles in your ears f 

Watch, Sovereign, here lies the Comte Paris flain. 
And Romeo dead, and yuliet (dead before) 
Warm and new kill'd. 

Prince. Search, feek, and know, how this foul murder 
comes. 

Watch, Here is a Friar, and flaughter'd Romeo^s msoi, 
With inftruments upon them, fit to open 
Thefe dead men's tombs. 

Ctf/.Oh,heav'n ! oh,wifc 1 look how our daughter bleeds! 
This dagger hath mifta'en ; for, lo ! the fheath 
Lies empty on the back of Montague ^ 
The point mif-fheathed in my daughter's bofom^ 

Za. Cap. Oh me, this fight o€ &?lxYi \^ ^-s ^ bell. 
That warns my old age to a {ep\ik\OM:e, 
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Romeo and Juliet. 97 

Enter Montague. 

Princi, Come, Montague^ for thou art early up. 
To fee thy fon and heir now early down. 

Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to' night; 
Grief of my fon's exile hath ftopt her breath : 
Wliat further woe confpires again ft my age ? 

Priiue. Look, and thou flialt fee. 

Mon. Oh, thou untaught ! what manners is in this. 
To prcfs before thy father to a grave ? 

Prince, Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while, 
*Till we can clear thefe ambiguities. 
And know their fpring, their head, their true defcent; 
And then will I be general of your woes, 
And lead you cv'n to death. Mean time forbear. 
And let mifchance be Have to patience. 
Bring forth the parties of fufpicion. 

Fri, I am the greateft, able to do leaft. 
Yet moft fufpefted ; as the time and place 
Doth make againft me, of this direful murder ; 
And here I ftand both to impeach and purge 
Myfelf condemned, and myfelf excus'd. 

Prince, Then fay at once what: thou doft know in this, 

Fri. I will be brief, for my fhort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 
Rme9^ there dead, was hulband to that JuUet ; 
Attd file, there dead, that Romeis faithful wife : 
I married them ; and their ftolen marriage-day 
Was Ty6ait*s dooms-day, whofe untimely death ' 
BaniHi'd the new-made bridegroom from this city ; 
For whom, and not for Tybalt ^ Juliet pined. 
You, to remove that iiege of grief from her, 
Betroth'd and would have married her perforce 
To County Paris. Then comes Ihe to me, 
Andy with wild looks, bid me devife fome means 
To rid her from this fecond marriage ; 
Or, in my cell, there would ihe kill herfelf. 
Then gave I her (fo tutor'd by my art) 
A {ie^ing portion, which fo took effeft 
4s I intended; for it wroufifht on her 
Vol. VIIL *^E TJVe- 
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The form of death. Mean time I writ to Romeo ^ 
That he (hould hither come, as this dire night. 
To help to take her from her borrowed fi^raye ; 
Being the time the potion's force (hould ceafe* 
But he which bore my letter. Friar John^ 
Was flaid by accident ; and yefternight 
Return'd my letter back ; then all alone. 
At the preiExed hour of her awaking, 
Came I to take her from her kindred's vault ; 
Meaning to keep her clofely at my cell, 
'Till I conveniently could fend to Rcmeo. 
But when I came, (fome minute ere the time 
Of her awaking) here untimely lay 
The noble Paris, and true Romeo dead. 
She wakes, and I intreated her come forth. 
And bear this work of heav'n with patience : 
But then a noife did fcare me from the tomb. 
And fhe, too defp'rate, would not go with me : 
But, as it feems did violence on herfelf. 
All this I know, and to the marriage 
Her nurfe is privy : but if aught in this 
Mifcarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be facriHc'd, fome hour before the time. 
Unto the rigour of (^wtrc^ law. 

Prince, We dill have known thee for an holy xnan* 
Where's Romeo^s man ? what can he fay to this ? 

Baltb, I brought my mafter news of JuJiit*s dettb, 
And then in pott he came from Mantua 
To this fame place, to this fame monument. 
This letter he early bid me give his father. 
And threatned me with death, going to the vault, 
If I departed not, and left him there. 

Prince. Give me the letter, I will look en it. 
Where is the County's page, that rais'd the watch ? 
Sirrah, what made ^our mailer in this place ? 

Page, He came with flowers to ftrew lus lady's p9S9t$ 
And bid me ftand aloof, and fo I did : 
Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb. 
And, by and by, my maftet drew on himi ; 
And then I ran away to caW t!iEi« "M^xdk. 



Romeo and Juliet.' 99 

Prince. This letter doth make good die Friar's words^ 
Their courfe of love, the tidings of her death : 
And here he writes, that he did buy a poifon 
Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet. 
Where be thefe enemies ? CapuUt ! Montague / 
See, what a fcourge is laid, upon your hate. 
That heav'n finds means to kill your joys with love I 
And I, for winking at vour difcords too. 
Have loft a brace of kmfmen : all are punifh'd! 

Cap. O brother Montague^ give me thy hand» 
This is my daughter's jomture; for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mon. But I can give thee more. 
For I will raife her ftatue in pure ^old ; 
That, while Verona by that name is known. 
There (hall no figure at that rate be (et. 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. 

Cap, As rich fhall Romeo*s by his lady lye : 
Poor facrifices of oar enmity ! 

Prince. A gloomy peace this morning with it brings^' 
The fun for forrow will not fhew his head ; 
Go hence to have more talk of thefe fad things ; 
Some fhall be pardon'd, and fohie punimed. 
For never was a ftory of more woe. 
Than this of Juliet, and her Romeo, [Exeunt mncs^ 
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CLAUDIUS, King df Denm2iTk. 

Fortinbras, Prince of Norway. 
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poloniUS, hwd Chamhtrlain, 

Horatio, Friend to Hamlet. 
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Guildenflcrn, J 

Ofrick, a Fop. 
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Reynoldo, Ser*vant to Polouius. 
Gkoji of Hamlet'/ Father, 

Gertrude, ^een of Denmark, and Mt^ther to Hamlet. 
Ophelia, Daughter to Polonius, belc^^d by Hamlet. 
Ladies attending on the ^een, 

PhyerSf Grave-makers^ Sailors^ Mejfengers^ and other 
Attendants. 
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HAMLET, 

Prince of Denmark* 
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SCENE, a Platform before the Palace. 

Enter Bernardo and Francifco, iw$ Ccntimb. 
Bernardo. ' 



jr5B()a("^HO»8 there? 

X( IV )6( Fran. Nay, anfwer me : ftand, and unfold , 

MM yourfelf. 

C WW -J Ser. Long live the King ! 

*-^^-^ Fran. Bernardo? 

Ber. He. 

Pran. Yoa come mod carefully upon your hour. 

Ber. 'Tis now ftruck twelve ; get thee to bed, Francifco* 

Fran. For this relief, much thanks : 'tis bitter cold» 
And I am fick at heart. 

Ber. Have you had quiet guard I 

Frm, N^e M moufc mrrincr. 

«4 »• 
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Ber, Well, good-night. 
If you do mett Horatio and Marcel/us, 
The rivals of my watch, bid them make 4iafl^. 

Enter Horatio anti Marcellus. 

Pran, I think, I hear them. Stand, ho ! who is there ? 

Hor. Friends, to this ground. 

Mar. And liege-men to the Dane. 

Fran, Give you good-night. 

Mar, Oh, farewel,honcft foldier; who hath reliev'dyou? 

Fran, Bernardo has my place ; give you good-night. 

[Exit Francifed. 

Afat*, Holla ! Bernarrio, ' — • 

Ber, Say, what, is Horatio there ? 

Hor, A piece of him. 

Ber, Welcome, Horatio ; welcojne, good Marcelhf^ 

Mar, What, has thir, thin^ a^-jpearod agftin to-night? 

Ber, I havcfccn nothing. 

Mar, Horatio fays, 'tis but our phantafy 5 
And will not let belief take hold of him, 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice feen of us ; 
Therefore I have intreated him along 
With us, to watch the minutes of this night; 
That if again this apparition come. 
He may approve our eyes, and fpeak to it. 

Hor. Tufli ! tufli ! 'twill not appear. 

Ber, Sit down a while. 
And let us once again ailail your ears. 
That are fo fortified againft our ftory. 
What we have two nights feen. 

Hor, Well, fit we down. 
And let us hear Bernardo fpeak of this. 

Ber, Laft night of all, 
When yon feme ftar, that's weftward from the pole, . 
Had made his courfe t'illume that part of heav'n 
* Where now it burns, Marcellus and myfelf. 
The bell then beating one,- 

Mar, Peace, break thee off \ .. 4- 
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Enter the Ghoft. 

Look, where it comes again. 

Ber. In the fame figure, like the King that^s dead. 

Mar. Thou art a fcholar, fpeak to it, Hmratio. 

Ber, Looks it not like the King? mark it, Horatitm 

lUr. Moll like : it harrows me with fear and wonder. 

Ber, It would be fpoke to. 

Mar* Speak to it, Horatio, 

Hor. What art thou, that ufurp'ft thii time of night. 
Together with that flair and warlike form. 
In which the majefty of buried Denmark 
Did fometime march ? by heav'n, I charge thee, fpeak. 

Mar. It is oiFended. 

Ber, See ! it ilalks away. 

Hor. Stay ; fpeak : I charge thee, fpeak. [Exit Gbcfl^ 

Mar. 'Tis gone and will not anfwer. 

Ber. How now, Horatio ? you tremble and look pale. 
Is not this fomething more than phantafy ? 
What think you of it ? 

Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe. 
Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Hor, As thou art to thyfelf. 
Such was the very armour he had on. 
When he th* ambitious Norway combated : 
So frown'd he once, when, in an angry parle. 
He fmote the Headed Polack on the ice. 
'Tis ftrange 

Mar, Thus twice before, and juil at this dead hour. 
With martial ilalk, he hath gone by our watch. 

Hor, In what particular thought to work, I know not ; 
But, in the grofs and fcope of my opinion. 
This bodes fome ftrange erupcion to our Hate. 

Mar, Good now fit down, and tell me, he that knows^ 
Why this fame ftrid and moft obfervant watch 
So nightly toils the fubjedls of the land f 
And wh^ fach daily call of brazen caxvtvow, 
Aad foreign taart for implements of nvw ^ _- 

E 5 ^'^:^ 
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Why fuch imprefs of fliipwrights^ whofe fere taflt 
Does not divide the funday from the week ? 
What mieht be toward, that this fweaty haHe 
Doth make the night joint labourer with the day : 
Who is't, that can inform me I 

Her. That can I ; 
At leaft, the whifper goes fo. . Our lafi King» 
Whofe image even but now appear'd to as. 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Noimuajf^ 
^ (Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride) 
' Dar'd to the fight : In which, our valiant HamUty 
(For fo this fide of our known world efteem'd him) 
Did flay this Fortinbras : who by feal'd compad, 
Wdl ratified by law and heraldry,. 
Did forfeit (with his life) all thofe his lands^ 
Which he fiood feiz'd of, to the conqueror : 
Againft the which, a moiety competent 
Was gaged by our King ; which had returned 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he been vaquifher; as by that cov'nant. 
And carriage of the articles defign'd. 
His fell to Ham/it. Now young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full. 
Hath in the flcirts of Nor^way, here and there^ 
Shark'd up a lift of landlefs refolutes. 
For food and diet, to fome cnterprize 
That hath a ftomach in't : which is no other. 
Aft it doth well appear unto our ftate. 
But to recover of us by ftrong hand. 
And terms compulfative, thofe forefaid lands 
So by his father lofl : and this, I take it„ 
Is the main motive of our preparations. 
The foarce of this our watch, and the chief head 
Of this poft-hafte and romage in the land. ' 

Ber, I think, it be no other, but even fo : 
Well may it fort, that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the King,. 
That was, and is, the queftion of thefe wars.. 
Mr, A mote it is to trouble xYve mVtvd'^ ^^c, 
la the mo& high aad palmy ftau o£ Roi»e> 
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A little ere the mightiefl Julius fell. 

The grave flood tenantlefs ; the fheeted dead 

Did taneak and gibber in the Roman ftreets ; 

Stars mone with trains of fire, dews of blood fell ; 

Diiafters veird the fun ; and the moiA ftar. 

Upon whofe inHoence Neptunis empire ftands» 

Was lick almoft to dooms-d^ with eclipfe. 

And even the like precurfe of fierce events. 

As harbingers preceding ftill the fates. 

And prologue to the omen'd coming on, (i) 

Have heav'n and earth together demonftrated 

Unto our climatores and country-men. 

Entet Glfft again. 
• 
But fofty behold ! lo, where it comes agaia ! . 
ri^ crofs it, though i( blafl me. Stay, iitofon \ 

[Sfresfdhfg U4 0mt% 
If thou hail any found, or uie of voice. 
Speak to me. 

If there be any good thing to be done, 
iThat may to thee do eafe, and grace to one; 
Speak to me. 

If thou art privy to thy country's fate. 
Which, happily, foreknowing may avoids 

Oh fpeak I 

Or, if thou hail uphoorded in thy li£e 
Extorted treafure in the womb of earth, \C9ci u%m^ 
For which, they fay, you fpirits oft walk in deaths 
Speak of it. Stay, and {peak — Stop it, MarceUm>^^ 

Mar, Shall I ftrike at it with mypartizan2 

Hor. Do, if it will not iland» ^. 

Bir, 'Tis here 

Hot. 'Tis here a 

(i) And Prologue to the Omen comttig on-l But Proiogae an J . 
OmeH are merely fynonomous here, and mult (ignify one and ther 
Tame Thing. Bui ihe Poet means, that thei'e ftran^e Photxifmtvm 
are Prologues, and Forerunners, of the Eveiits f rcjag;" d \4^ x\wwcv •. 
Aod fac/i !>eafe the /light Alteration, \vh\cVi 1 Vian^ NWkVOJtt^ \^ 
aukchyaSi^cLcUeradded, very aptly ^ives^ 
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Mar, 'Tis gone. ^ [Exit Ghojf* 

We do it wrong, beingMb majeftkalp 
To ofFer it (hew of violence ; 
For it is as the air, invulnerable ; 
And our vain blows, nialicious mockery. 

Ber. It^as about to fpeak when the cock crew. 

Hot. And then it flarted like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful fummons. I have heard. 
The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn» 
Doth with his lofty and (hrill-founding throat 
Awake the Cod of day ; and, at his warnings 
Whether in fea or fire, in earth or air, 
Th' extravagant and erring fpirit hica 
To his confine : and of th^ truth hereia 
This prefent objeft made probation., • 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cod. 
Some fay, that ever 'gain ft that fea (on comes 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated. 
The bird of dawning fingeth all night long : 
And then they fay no fpirit walks abroad ; 
The nights are wholefome, then no planets ftrikr,. 
No fairy takes, no witch hath power to charm ; 
^ hallow'd, and b gracious is the time. 

Hot. So haye I heard, and do in part believe it* 
But look the «iom, in rulfet mantle clad. 
Walks o*er the dew of yon high eaftern hill ; 
Break we our watch up ; and, by my advice, • 
Let OS impart what we have feen to night 
Unto young Hamlet. For, upon my life, \ 
This fpirit, dumb to us, will fpeak to him : 
I>o you confent, we (hall acquaint him with it. 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty.?* 

Mar, Let's do't, I pray ;• and J this morning knew 
Wicre we (hall find ham mod conveniently. \Exfmt^ 
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SCENE dfonges U tbi Palaa. 

Enter Claudius King of Denmark, Gertrude the ^en^- 
Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, Voltimand, Cornelius,' 
Lords and attendants* 

J&^g'.T^ Hough yet oiHamiet our dear brother's death 

X iThe memory be green, and that it fitted 
To bear dur hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom 
To be cancrsAed in one brow of woe ; 
Yet fo far hath difcretion fought with nature. 
That vre with wifeft forrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of ourfelves, 
Therefore our fometime filler, now our Queen> 
Th' imperial jointrcfs of this warlike State, 
Have we, 2ts 'twere, with a defeated joy, 
With one aufpicious, and one dropping eye. 
With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage. 
In equal fcale weighing delight and dole, 

Taken to wife. Nor have we herein barr'd 

Your better wifdoms, which have freely gone 

With this affair albng-: (for all, our than;.s.) 

Now follows, that you know, yoMng FortivbtdSy •. 

Plolding a weak fuppofal of our worth ; 

Or thinking by our late dear brother's death 

Our ftate to be disjoint and out of frame ; ^ 

Colleagucd with this dresm of his advantage. 

He ham not faiPd to pefter us with meffagc. 

Importing the fiirrender of tho'e lands 

Loft by his fiathcr, bv all bands of law, ' 

To our moft valiant brother. — So much for him.— — J 

Now for ourfelf, and for this time of Uiceting : 

Thus much the bufincfs is. We have here writ ♦ ''^*^ 

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinlras, 

(Who^ impotent and bed-rid, fcarccly hears 

Of this his nephew's purpofe,) to fupprefs 

His further gate herein j in that the levies, 

The lifis^ and full proportions ure d\\ ms^^t 
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Out of his fubjedts : and we here difpatch 
You, good Corneliusf and you Voltimamity 
For bearers of this greeting to old Novway ; 
Giving to you no further perfonal power 
To bonnefs with the King, more than the fcope 
Which thefe dilated articles allow. 
Farewely and let your haile commend your duty. 
^•/. In that, and all things, will we fhew our doty. 
]^ng. We doubt it nothing ; heartily farewel. 

[Exeunt Voltimand ami Comeliili* 
And now, Laertes, what's the news with you f 
You told us of fome fuit. What is't, Laertes f 
You cannot fpeak of reafon to the Dane, 
And lofe your voice. What would'ft thou beg, LoirttSf 
That ihall not be my offer, not thy aiking ? 
The head is not more native to the heart. 
The hand more inftrumental to the mouth. 
Than is the throne o( Detimari to thy father* 
What wouldft thou have, Laertes f 

Laer, My dread lord. 
Your leave and favour to return to France i 
From whence, though willingly I came to Demnark 
To (hew my duty in your coronation ^ 
Yet now I muft confefs, that duty done. 
My thoughts and wifhes bend again tow'rd Frasue: 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

King, Have you your father's leave ? what izyiPakmmf 

PoL He hath, my lord, by labourfbme petition. 
Wrung from me my flow leave; and, at the laft^ 
Upon his will I feal'd my hard confent, 
I do bcfeech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes,, time be thine ^ (2) 

(2) Take thy fair bour^ Laertes, time he tidtte, 

jind thy fair Graces-^ fpcnd it at thy fVill^ Thi« is the Pointing 
^B both Mr. Pope'% Editions; but the Puet's Meaning is loft by it. 
and the Clofe ct the Sentence miferably flattened. Tlie Poioting, f 
have fcftored, is that of the beft Copies j and the Senfe this j « Vou 
« have my Leave to go, I^ertes^ make the faireft Ui'c you pleafe of 
"your Time, and fpend it at ^oux Y/i\i>«ixU Um Caircft Graces yo» 
«' arc MMdcr eV* 
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And thy bed graces fpend it at thy will. 
But now, my coufin Hamlet^ and my fon- 



Ham. A little more than kin, and lefs than kind. 

King, How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you ? 

Ham. Not fo, my Lord, I am too much i'th' fun. 

^een. Good HamJet^ caA thy nighted colour off. 
Ami let thine eye look like a triend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy veiled lids. 
Seek for thy noble father in the duft ; 
Thou know'ft, 'tis common : all, that live, mufl die; 
Faffing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. Ay, Madam, it is common. 

^en. If it be. 
Why feems it fo particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems^ Madam ? nay, it is; I know not feems: 
Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 
Nor cuftomary fnits of folemn black. 
Nor windy fufpiration of forc'd breath. 
No, nor the fruitful river in the ey«. 
Nor the dejeAed 'havioor of the vifage. 
Together with all forms, moods, ihews of^rief. 
That can denote me truly. Thefe indeed ^em. 
For they are a6tions that a man might play ; 
But I have that within, which pafleth ihew : 
I'hcfe, but the trappings, and the fnits of woe. 
' King. 'Tis fweet and commendable in yoor nature, 

Hamlet, 
To give thefe mouming doties to yoof father : 
But you guft know, your father loft a father ; 
That father loft, loft, his ; and the funrivcr bound 
In filial obligation, for fome term. 
To do obfequious forrow. But to perfeyere 
In obftinate condolement, is a courfe 
Of impious ftubbornnefs, unmanly grief. 
It ftiews a will moft incorred to heav'n, 
A heart unfortify'd, a mind impatient. 
An underftanding fimple, and unfchooUd r 
For, what w^ knOH^ muA be, and is ^^ commote 
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As any the tnoll vulgar thing to fenfe. 

Why (hould we, in our peevifh oppoAtion, 

Take it to •heart ? fie ! *tis a fault to heav'iir 

A fault againft the dead, a fault to nature. 

To reafon moft abfurd ; whofe common theam 

Is death of fathers, and who (lili hath cry'd, 

From the firft coarfe, *til! ke that died to-day, 

^* This jnull be fo." We pray you, throw to earth 

This unprevailing woe, and think of us 

As of a father : for let the world take note. 

You are the moi^ immediate to our throne ; 

And with't no lefs nobility of love, (3) 

Than that which dearefl father bears his fon. 

Do I impart tow'rd you. For your intent 

In going back to fchool to Wittenberg^ 

It is mofl retrogra.le to our defire : 

And we bcfetxh you, bend you to remain 

Here in the cheer and comfort of our eye. 

Our chiefeft courtier, couiln, and our fon. 

^ueen. Let not thy mother loie her prayers, Hamkt : 
I pr'ythee, (lay with us, go not to Wittenherg. 

Ham. I ihUll in all my beft obey you. Madam. 

King. Why, 'tis a loving, and a fair reply ; 
Be as ourfelf in Denmark* Madam, come; 
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits fmiling to my heart, in grace whereof 
No jocund health, that Denmark drinks to-day, ' 

But the great cannon to the clouds fliall tell ; 
And the King's rowfc the heav'n ihall bruit. again, 
Re>fp^aking earthly thunder. Come away.Q \ExeuMt. 

{'(\ And tvith no lefs Nobility of l^eve, 

Tfban that ivbicb deareji tatber heart bis 5m, 

Do I impart tcxoardi you.'\ But wiiat dkcs the King m^Mrt f We 
want the bubftantive governed of the Verb. The King bad de- 
dared Uamiet his immediate Succeflbr ; and with that Declaration, 
he muft mean, he ifnparts to bim ai noble a Love, aa ever fond 
Father tendered to bis own Son. I have vestured to make the Text 
conibriB with this Senie. 
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Manet Hamlet. 

Ham, Oh, that this too^too-folid fieih would melt. 
Thaw, and refolve itfelf into a dew ! 
Or that the Everlafting had not fix'd (4) 
His canon 'gainft felf-flaughter ! O God ! oh God ! 
How weary, ftale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seem to me all the ufes of this world ! 
Fie on't ! oh fie ! 'tis an un weeded garden. 
That grows to feed ; things rank, and grofs in nature, 
PofTefs it merely. That it (hould come to this ! 
Bat two months dead ' nay, not fo much ; not two ;— 
So excellent a King, that was, to this, 
Hyperion to a fatyr : fo loving to my mother, (5) 

(4) Or tbjt tbi Et-erfafihg bad tntjix^d 

Hit Cannon ^gainji Stif -Slaughter /] The Generality of the £di« 
tiona read thus, u if the Poet's Thought were, Or that th« jUmigbt^ 
htdnot pUntidbiikt^Wttyi £n Refenfment, 0r Arms •/'Vengeance, 
t^Ainft Self'Murden But the Word, which I reftortd to the Text, 
(and which was efpoufed by the accurate Mr. Hughes, who gave an 
Edition of this Play j) is the Pect's true Reading, i. e. Thai be bad 
not refiraln^d Suidde by ^/i.exprefs Law, and peremptory Prohibition* 
Miftakes are perpetuaJJy made in the old Editions of our Poet, bt 
twixt thofe two Words, Cannon and Canqn. 

(5) So loving to my Met her 9 
That be permitted not the fVindt ofHeavn 

Vifit her Face too roughly 1 This is a fophifticatcd Reading, copied 
from the Players in fome of the modern Editions, for Want of 
Underftanding the Poet, wh^fe Text is corrupt in the old Impref- 
fions : All of which that I have had the fortune to fee, concur in 
reading i 



•'So loving to my Mother, 



• That hi might not beteene the IVmdi ofHeavn 
Vijit her Face too roughly* 

Beteene is a Corruption without doubt, but not fo inveterate a 
one, but that, by the Change of a fingle Letter, and the Separation 
of two Words ' miftakingly jumbled together, I am verily perfuaded» 
I have retrieved the Poet's Reading.— TI6flt be ms^bt not \t\. «! e.^ 
the Winds gT-ttsivV, Ac, 
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That he might not let e'en the winds of hcav'n 
Vifit her face too roughly. Hcav*n and earth ! 

Muft I remember ? why, ihe would hang on hii 

As if increafe of appetite hacl grown 
By what it fed on ; yet, within a month, 
Let me not think — Frailty, thy name is woman ! 
A little month ! or ere thofe fhoes were old. 
With which ihe foUow'd my poor father's body. 

Like Nidie, all tears Why (he, ev'n fhe,— — 

(O heav'n ! a beaft, that wants difcourfe of reafon. 

Would have mourn'd longer — ) married with mine unci 

My father's brother ; but no more like my father. 

Than I to Hercules. Within a month ! 

Ere yet the fait of moft unrighteous tears 

Had left the flufhingvin her gauled eyes. 

She married. — Oh, moft wicked fpeed, to poft 

With fuch dexterity to incelluous fheets ! 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But break, my hearty for I muft hold my tongue* 

Snfer HoTSLtio, Bernardo^ «/»^ Majr€ellu8« 

ffor. Hail to your lordihip 1 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well ; 
Horaiioj or I do forget myfelf ? 

Her. The fame, my lord, and your poor fervant eve 

Ham. Sir, my good friend j I'll change that name wi 
you : 
And what make you from WitUnbergt Horatio ^ 
Marcellus ! 

Mar. My good lord 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you ; good even. Sir. 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenbitg? ^ 

Hor. A truant difpofition, good my lord. 

Ham. I would not hear your enemy fay fo ; 
Nor ihall vou do mine ear that violence. 
To make it trufter of your own report 
Againft yourfelf. I know, you are no truant ; 
But what is your affair in Elfinow f 
We'll teach you to drink deep, er« yva de\fftct. 



Hamlet, Princi of Denmark. 115 

Hor. My lord, I came to fee your father's funeral. 

Ham, I pr'ythee, do not mock mc, fellow-fludent ; 
I think, it was to fee my mother's wedding. 

Hor. Indeed, my lord, it followed hard upon. 

Ham, Thrifty thrift, Horatio ; the funeral bak'd meats 
Did coldly furnifti forth the marriage tables. 

I 'Would, I had met my deareft foe in heav'n. 
Or ever I hfid fcen that day, Ihratio ! 
My father— — methinks, I fee my father. 
I Hor, Oh where, my Lord ? 
Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatic. 
Hor. I faw him once, he was a goodly King. 
[ Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all, 
I (hall not look upon his like ag;.in. 
Hor, My lord, I think, I faw him yeftemight. 
Ham. Saw ! who ?— 
Hor. My lord, the King your father. 
Ham. The King my father ! 
Hor. Seafon your admiration but a v/hile, 
With an attentive ear ; 'till I deliver 
Upon the witnefs of thcfe gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 
Ham. For heaven's love, let me hear. 
Hor. Two nights together had thefc gentlemen, 
Marcillus and Bernardo^ on their watch. 
In the dead waile and middle of the night. 
Been thus encountred : A figure like your father, 
Arm'd at all points exadly, Cap-a-ptj 
Appears before them, and with folemn march 
Goes flow and (lately by them ; thrice he walk'd. 
By their oppreft and fear-furprized eyes. 
Within his truncheon's length ; whilll they (diftill'd 
Almofl to jelly with the ad of fear) 
Stand dumb, and fpeak not to him. This to mc 
In dreadful fecrecy impart they did, 
And I with them the third night kept the watch ; 
Where, as they had dcliver'd both in time. 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good, , 
The apparition comes. . I knew yout {axb&x ; 
The/e hands axe not more like. 
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Ham. But where was this ? 

Mar. My lord, apon the platform where we watcH.^ 

Ham. Did you not fpeak to it ? 

Hor. My lord, I did ; 
But anfwer made it none ; yet once, methought» 
It lifted up its head, and did addrefs 
Itfelf to motion, like as it would fpeak : 
But even then the morning cock crew loud ( 
And at the found it fhrunk in haile away. 
And vanifh'd from our iight. 

Ham. 'Tis very fbange. 

Hor. As I do live, my honoured lord, 'tis true; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed. Sirs, but this trouble! me* 
Hold you the watch to-night? 

Both. We do, my lord. 

Ham. Arm'd, fay you ? 

Both. Arm'd, my lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

Both. My lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then faw you not his face ? 

Hor. Oh, yes, my lord, he wore his beaver up* 

Ham. What, look'd he frowningly ? 

Hor. A count'nance more in forrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale, or red ? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Ham. And fix t his eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would, I had been there ! 

Hor. It would have much amaz'd you. 

Ham, Very like; llaid it long? 

Hor. While one with moderate haftc might tell a 
hundred. 

Both. Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when J faw't. 

Ham. His beard was grifly? 

Hor. It was, as I have feen it in his life, 
A fable filvcr'd. 
Jffam. ril watch to-night ; pcrc\xsaace; vwI^^n^X^^j^wbu . 
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Bm^. I warrant you, it will. 

Hamuli it afTume my noble father's perfon^ 
ril fpeak to it, tho' hell itfelf ihould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all> 
If you have hitherto concealed this fight. 
Let it be treble in your filence ftill : 
And whatibever fhall befall to-night. 
Give it an underftanding, but no tongue ; 
I will requite your loves : fo, fare ye well. 
Upon the platform 'twixt eleven and twelve 
ril vifit yon. 

All. Our duty to your honour. [Exetmt* 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you : farewel. 
Mv father's fpirit in arms ! all is not well : 
I aoubt fomefoul play : 'would, the night were come! 
Till then fit ftill, my foul : foul deeds will rife 
(Tho' all the earth o'erwhelm them) to men's eyes. 

[Exit. 

SCENE changes to an Apartmmt in Polonius'i 
Hmfe. 

Enter Laertes anJ Ophelia. 

£^tfr.ltyrY neceflaries are imbark'd, farewel; 

IVJL And, fifter, as the winds give benefit. 
And convoy is afliftant, do not fleep. 
But let me hear from you. 

Opb. Do you doubt that? 

Laer, For Harnkt^ and the trifling of his favour. 
Hold it a faihion and a toy in blood; 
A violet in the youth of prime nature. 
Forward, not permanent, tho' fweet, not lafling : 
The perfume, and fuppliance of a minute : 
No more.— — — 

Opb. No more but fo ? 

Laer. Think it no more : 
For nature, crefcent, does not grow alone 
In thewf and bulk ; but, as this xemv\^ ^^i^sift^) 
The inward ^rvice of the miud and {q\A 
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Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you nvivj 

And now no foil, nor cautei, doth befmerch 

The virtue of his will : but you muft fear. 

His greatncfs weigh'd, his will is not his own : 

For he himfelf is'fubjea to his birth; 

He may not, as unvalued perfons do, 

Carve for himfelf $ for on his choice depends 

The fanftity and health of the whole ftate: 

And therefore muft his choice be circumfcrib'd 

Unto the voice and yielding of that body. 

Whereof he's head. Then, if he fays, he loves yoi 

It fits your wifdom fo far to believe it. 

As he in his peculiar ad and place 

May give his fayir^g deed; which is no further. 

Than the main voice oi Denmark goes with^. 

Then weigh, what iofs your honour-may foftain. 

If with too credent ear you lift his fongs; 

Or lofe your heart, or your chafte treafure open 

To his unmafter'd importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia^ fear it, nly dear fifter ; 

And keep within the rear of your afFeftion, 

Out of the (hot and danger of defire. 

The charieft maid is pr<Sigal enough, 

If (he unmalk her beauty to the moon ; 

Virtue itfelf 'fcapes not calumnious ftrokes ; 

The canker galls the infants of the fpring, - 

Too oft before their buttons be difclos'd ; 

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 

Contagious blaftmcnts are moft imminent. 

Be wary then, beftfafety lies in fear; 

Youth to itfelf rebels, though none elfe near, 

Oph. Ifliall th'effeas of this good leffon keep, 
As watchman to my heart. But, good my brother 
Do not, as fonre ungracious paftors do. 
Shew me the fteep and thorny way to heav'n ; 
Whilft, like a puft and carelefs libertine, 
Himfelf the primrofe path of dalliance treads. 
And recks not his own reed. 
Zafr. Oh, fear me not. 
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^ Enter Polonius. 

I flay too long ;— but here my father coiRe9 : 
A doable bleffing is a double grace ; 
Occafion fmiles upon a fecond leave. 

PoL Yet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard for fhame; 
The wind fits in the ihoulder of your fail, (6) 
And you are ftaid for. There ; 
My bleffing with you; 

[Laying his hand on Laertes 'i head. 
And thefe few precepts in thy memory 
See thou charadler. Give thy thoughts no tongue. 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his adl : 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar; 
The friends thou haft, and their adoption try'd. 
Grapple them to thy foul with hcoks of fteel : 
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment ^ * 

Of each new-hatch'd, unfledg'd comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel : but being in, 
Bear't that the oppofed may beware of thee. 
Give ev'ry man thine ear; but few thy voice. 
Take each man's cenfure; but referve thy judgment. 



(6) Ti&e Winijki in tbe Shoulder of your Sail, 
And you areftaidfir there. My Bleffitigt &c.] Tifrwr— — 
vhere? in the Shoulder of his Sail? For to that xnuft this local 
Adverh relate, as *tis fituated. Befides, it is a dragging idle Ex- 
pletive, and fecms of no Ufc but to fupport the Meafure of the 
Verfe. But when we come to point this Paflage right, and to the 
Poct*s Intention in it, we ihall find it neither unneccflTary, nor 
improper, in its Place. In tbe Speech immediately preceding this, 
Laertes taxes bimfelf for flaying too long ; but feeing bis Father ap- 
proach, be is willing to flay for a fecond Blefiing, and kneels down 
to that end x Polonius accordingly lays his hand on his Head, and 
gives bim the fecond BleiSing. The manner, in which a Comic 
A€toT behaved upon this Occafion, was fure to raife a Laugh of 
Pleafure in tbe Audience i And the oldeft S^arto^s, in the Point- 
ing, are a Confirmation that th^stbe Poet iskX.tiiA«iii\X) >yv^^\x% 
the Stage czpnif 'd !(• 
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Coftly thy habit as thy purfe can buy. 
But not expreft in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man. 
And they in France of the beft rank and ilation 
Are moft feled and generous, chief in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be; 
For loan oft lofes both itfelf and friend : 
And borrowing dulls the edge of hufbandry. 
This above all; to thine own felf be true; 
And it muft follow, as the night the day, 
Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 
Farewel ; my bleffing feafon this in thee ! 

Laer. Moft humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 

PoL The time invefts you ; go, your fervants tend. (7) 

Laer, Farewel, Ophelia^ and remember well 
What I have faid. 

Oph. *Tis in my mem'ry lockt, 
And you yourfelf fhall keep the key of it. 

Laer. Farewel. [Exit Lacr. 

PoL What is't, Opheliay he hath faid to you? 

Opb, So pleafe you, fomething touching the Lord 
Hamlet. 

PeL Marry, well bethought ! 
'Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you ; and you yourfelf 
Have of your audience been nK>ft friee and bonnteoas. 
If it be fo, (as fo 'tis put on me. 
And that in way of caution,) I mud tell you. 
You do not underftand yourfelf fo clearly. 
As it behoves my daughter, and your hononr* 

(7) TbeTime invites Tou J This Reading is 2s old as the 

firft Folio ; bow»^ver I fufpeft it to hare been fubftituted by the 
Players, who did not ucderAand the Term which poflefles the elder 

The Tiuie inve{{s you i 

I e. beficges, prcffcs upon you on every Side. To invefl a 7mr, 
is the miiaary Phrafe fiom whkh out KuOciqi V^tiVKCd his Mttm' 
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It is between you ? give me up the truth. 

iL He hathy my Lord, of late, made many tenders 

is afFe^tion to me. 

/. AfFedlion ! puh ! yon fpeak like a green girl, 

fted in fuch perilous circumfhwee. 

ou believe his tenders, as yoa call them ? 

>h, I do not know, my Lord, what I fhould think. 

/. Marry, I'll teach yoa ; think yourfelf a baby, 

: you have ta'en his tenders for true pay, 

:hare not flerling. Tender yourfelf more dearly; (8) 

not to crack the wind of the poor phrafe, 

iging it thns) you'll tender me a fool. ^ 

I. My Lord, he hath importun'd me with love, • 

»nourable fafhion. 

L Ay, fafhion you may call't : go to, go to. 

i&. And hath giv'n count'nance to his fpeech,myLordy 

almoil all the holy vows of heav'n. 
'. Ay, fpringes to catch woodcocks. I do know, « 
1 the blood burns, how prodigal the ibul 
s the tongue vows. Thefe blazes, oh my daughter, 
ig more light than heat, extin£l in both, 
in their promife as it is a making, 
tnuft not take for fire. From this time, 
mewhat fcanter of your maiden-prefcnce, 
our in treatments at a higher rate, 
. a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet^ 
ve fo much in him, that he is young ; 
^ith a larger tether he may walk, 

may be giv'n you. In few, Ophelia^ 
ot believe his vows ; for they are brokers, (9) 

Not 

^Tender ycutjelf more dearly ; 

'not to crack the IVind of the poor Pbrafc) 

>Oging it thus, you 1/ tender me a Foo/.J The Parentbejis is clotM 

wrong Place ; and w^muft make like wife a flight CorreAion 

laft Verfe. Poloniui is racking and playing on the Word Ten- 

U be thinks proper to correal himfelf for the Licence ; and 

e would fay - not farther to crack the Wind of tiie Phrafe 

HiHg and contorting it, as I have done ; &c, Mr. Wzr6iirton» 

Do not believe his P^'ows } for they art Broken \ 

\h/fj^ /iie/anffified and p'lQui Bonds i 
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Not of that die which their inveftments fhewr. 
Bat mere implorers of unholy fuits. 
Breathing like fan£tified and pious bawds. 
The better to beguile. This is for all : 
^ I would not, in plain terms, from this time fortl^ 
Have you fo flander any moment's leifnre, 
^s to give words or tdk with the Lord Hamlet, 
Look to't, I charge you, come your way. 

Ofh, I ihall obey, my Lord. [Exm 

^e belttr to beguile >'] 

Tho* all the Editors have iWallowed this Reading implicitly, it 
certainly corrupt ^ and I have been furprized, liow Men of Geoi 
and Learning could let it pafs without feme Sufpicion. What Jdi 
can we form to ourfelves of a breathing Bond, or of its being /tffff 
fed and pictts f Ashe, ju ft before, is calling amorous Vows J$roi< 
and implorers of unholy Suits ; i think, a Continuation of the ph 
.and natural Senfe dire^s to an eafy EmeudatiM, which makes t 
. whole Tiiought of a piece, and gives it a Turn not unworthy of c 
Poet. 

Breathing, like fanffified and pious Bawds, 
The better to bcgurle. 

Broker, *tis to be ohferved, our Author perpetually ufes as the m< 
Bio<*cft fynonymous Term for Baivd. Befides, what flrengtheas j 
Corrc£lion, acd m^kes this Emendation the more necelTiry and pi 
^able, is, the Words with which the Poet winds up his Though 
the better to beguile. It is the fly Artifice and Cuftora of Bawds 
put on an Air and form oi SanBity, to betray the Virtues of yon 
^ Ladies ; by drawing them firft into a kind Opinion of them, fn 
their exterior and dijjembled Goodnefs. And Bawds in their Ofl 
4>f "Jreacbery are likewife properly Brokers ; and the Jmplorers a 
Prompters of unholy (that is, unchafte) Suits : And fo a chain 
(he /ame Metaphors is continued to the End. 
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SCENE changes to the Platform before thi 
Palace. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellas. 

fear.'Tr^ H E air bites fhrewdly ; it is very cold. 
X Her. It is a nipping and an eager air. 

Ham. What hour now ? 

Hor. I think, it lacks of twelve. 

Mar, No, it is (Iruck. 

Hor. 1 heard it not : it then draws near the feafon. 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk. 

[Noife ofiuarlike mufick fivitbia:. 
What does this mean, my Lord ? 

HamJTYit King doth wake to-night, and takes hisroufe: 
Keeps wafTel, and the fwage'ring up-fpring reels ; 
And as he drains his draughts of Rhenifh down. 
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Her. Is it a cuflom ? 

Ham. Ay, marry, is't : 
But, to my mind, though I am native here, 
An^ to the manner born, it is a cuflom 
More honour'd in the breach, that the obfervance. 
This heavy-headed revel, eafl and weft. 
Makes us traduc'd, and tax'd of other nations ; 
They clepe us drunkards, and with fwinilh phrafe 
Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes 
From our atchievemtnts, though perform'd at height. 
The pith and marrow of our attribute. 
So, oft it chances in particular men. 
That for fome vicious mole of nature in them. 
As, in their birth, (wherein they are not guilty. 
Since nature cannot chufe his origin) 
By the o'ergrowth of fome complexion, 
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reafon ; 
Or by fome habit^ that too much o'erAe^N^iv^ 
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The form of plaufive manners; that thefe xsnea 
Carrying, I fay, the ftamp of one defe^, 
(Being nature's livery, or fortune's fear) 
, Their virtues elfe, be they as pure as grace^ 
As infinite as man may undergo. 
Shall in the gen^eral cenfure take corruption 

From that particular fault. The dram of Bafc (i< 

Doth all the noble fubfiance of wOrth out. 
To his own fcandal. 

Enter Gbeft. 

Ifor. Look, my Lord, it comes f 

Ham, Angels and miniflers of grace defend us ! 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or goblin damn'd. 
Bring with thee airs from heav'n, or blafts from hell 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 
Thou com'll in fuch a queftionable fhape, 
That I will fpeak to thee. Til call thee Hamlet^ 
King, Father, ^oyzl Dane : ch ! anfwer me; 
Let. me not burft in ignorance; but tell, 
Why thy canoniz'd bones, hcarfed in death. 
Have burfl their cearmcnts ? why the fepulchre^ 
Wherein we faw thee quietly in-urn'd. 
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws, 
To caft thee up again ? V^Tiat may this mean ? 

(to) The Drjtn of "EaCc, 

Doth all the ncble Suhftarce cf a Doubt 

"Zi bh oKvn JcarJal,'\ I do noi remember a PafTagc, thrOughnot 
Qur Pocfs Uctks more intricate and depraved in the Text, of ]i 
Meaning to outward Appearance, or more likely to bafEc ihc A 
tempts of Criticifm in its Aid. It is certain, there is ntith 
Senfe, nor Cirammar, as it now ftands: yet with a flight Alteratio 
I'll endeavour to cure thnfe Defeflf, and give a Sentiment tew, th 
ihall make the Poet's Thought clofe nobly. 1 he Dram of 5/./t, ( 
3 have correfted the Text) means the leaft Alloy of Bafenefs or Vic 
It is very frequM^^jh our Poet to u(e the AdjeBive of i^ality ii 
ftead of the SuTOami|ve fignifying the Thing. Befidcs, Ihavc ol 
fervcd, that el few hcrff/fr caking o^ IVcrthy he delights to cor.fid 
h Bs a Quality that'add« Wttgbt to a?tifei\, *ii4 cotitk«^« the Wa 
with that idea. 
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That thou, dead coarfe, again, in compleat Otcel, 

^cv'ifiVfk thus the glimpfes of the moon. 

Making night hideous, and us fools of nature 

So horribly to fhake our difpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our fouls ? 

Say, why is this ? wherefore ? what fbould we do > 

[GiMf/f beckons Hamlet. 

Hot. It beckons you to go away with it. 
As if it fome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Look, with what coivteous adtion 
It waves you to a removed ground : 
Bat do not go with it. 

Hor. No, by no means. [HoUing Hamlet, 

Ham. It will not fpeak ; then I will follow it. 

Hor. Ek) not, my Lord. ' , 

Ham. Why, what ihould be the fear ? 
I do not fet my life at a pin's fee ; 
And, for my loul, what can it do to that. 
Being a thing immortal as itfelf? 
It waves mc forth again.— — I'll follow it— — 

Hor. What if it tempt you tow'rd the flood, my Lord# 
Or to the dreadful fummit of the cliff. 
That beetles o'er his bafe into the fea ; 
And there affume fome other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your fov'rcienty of reafon. 
And draw you into madnefs ? think of it. 
The very place puts toys of defperation. 
Without more motive, into ev'ry brain. 
That looks fo many fathoms to the fea ; 
And hears it roar beneath. 

Hem. It waves me ftill : go on, I'll follow thee——* 

Mar. Yon ihall not go, my Lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands. 

Mar. Be rul'd, yon (hall not go. 

Ham. My fate cries out. 
And makes each petty artery in this httf 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve i 
Still am I calJ'd ; unhand me, gtnxXemeT v ^ 

\ Breaking frwi tV>«»- 

»3 ^ 
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fty Keav'n, Fll make a ghoft of him that lets me— 

1 i-iy, away— go on— I'll follow thee 

[Exeunt Ghoft and Hamlet. 

Hdr, He waxes defp'rate with imagination. 

Mar, Let's follow ! 'tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hot. Have after. To what iffue will this come ? 

Mar, Something is rotten in the flate oi Denmark, 

Hor, Heav'n will dired it. 

Mar, Nay, let's follow him. [ExeuKt. 

SCENE changes to a more remote Part of thi 
Platform. 

Re-enter Ghoft 4ind Hamlet. 

fii7»i.TT7Here wilt thou lead mc ? fpeaki 1*11 ga 
VV ' no further. 

Ghoft. Mark me. 

Ham, I will. 

Ghoft, My hour is aim oft come. 
When I to fulphurous and tormenting flamei 
Muft render up myfelf. 

Ham, Alas, poor Ghoft ! 

Ghoft. Pity me not, but lend thy fcrious hearing 
To what I fliall unfold. 

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghoft. So art thou to revenge, when thou (halt hear. 

Ham. What? 

Ghoft, I am thy father's Spirit ; 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night. 
And, for the dav, confin'd to faft in fires ; 
'Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature. 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon-houfc, 
I could a tale unfold, whofe lighteft word . 
Would harrow up thy foul, freeze thy young blood. 
Make thy t wolves, like ftars, ftart from their fpheres. 
Thy knotty and combined locks to part. 
And each particular hair to ftaud on end 
Jjikcquilh upon the fretful ^OTC\x^\xvt\ 
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at this eternal blazon mufl not be 
'o ears of flefh and blood 5 lift, lift, oh lift ! 
* thou didft ever thy dear father love- 
lUim. Ohheav'n! 

Gboft', Revenge his foal and moft unnatural murderr 
Ham. Murder ? 

Gbofi. Murder moft foul, as in the beft it is ; 
It this moft foul, ftrange, and unnatural. 
Ham, Hafte me to know it, that I, with wings as fwift 
s meditation or the thoughts of love, 
[ay fwecp to my revenge. 
Gboft, 1 find thee apt 5 
nd duller fhouldft thou be, than the fat weed 
hat roots itfelf in eafe on Lethe' ^ wharf, 
''ouldft thou not ftir in this. Now, Hamlgty hear ; 
["is given out, that, deeping in my orchard, 
ferpent ftung me. So the. whole ear oi Denmark 
by a forged procefs of my death 
ankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth, 
he ferpent, that did -fling thy father's life, 
ow wears his crown. 

Ham. Oh, my prophetick foul ! my uncle ? 
Ghft. Ay, that inceftuous, that adulterate beaff^ 
rith witchcraft of his wit, wi'th trait'rous gifts, 
3 wicked wit, and gifts, thg^ have the power 
3 to feduce !) won to his (hameful luft 
'he will of my mcft feeming-virtuous Queen, 
>h llamkty what a falling off was ih^re 1 
rom me, whofe love was of that dignity, 
'hat it went hand in hand ev'n with the vow 
made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
fpon a. wretch, whofe natural gifts were poor 
'o thofe of mine ! 

ut virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 
'hough lewdnefs court it in a fliape of heav'n j 
o luft, though to a radiant angel link'd, 
7ill fate itfelf in a celcftial bed, >: ^ ^\f- 

md prey on garbage 

lUt, foft ! jnethinks, 1 fcent the morning a\t — — 
lief let me be; Sleeping within mine otcfcitud, 

F4 ^^ 
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My cullom always of the afternoon. 
Upon my fecure hour thy uncle i^ole 
With juice.of curfed hebenon in a phial. 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous diftilment; whofe effeft 
Holds fuch an epmity with blood of man. 
That fwift as quick-filver it courfes through 
The natural gates and allies of the body; 
And, ^ith a fudden vigour, it doth pofiet 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 
I'he thin and wholfome blood : fo did it mine. 
And a moft inftant tetter bark'd about. 
Mod lazar-like, with vile and loathfome cruft 
All my fmooth body.— 
Thus was I, fleeping, by a brother's hand. 
Of life, of crown, ot Queen, at once difpatcht; 
Cut off ev'n in the bloifoms of my fin, 
. UnhoufePd, unappointed, unaneal'd: (ii) 

No 

(ii) UnhouzzleJf unanoirtttd, unaneaPJiJ The Ghoft, having re- 
counted the Procefs of his. Murder, proceeds to exaggerate the in- 
humanity and Unnaturalnefs cf the Fa£V, from the Circumftances 
In which he was furprized. But thefe, I find, have been ftumbling 
Blocks to our Editors $ and therefore I muft amend and explain the£; 
three compound Adjectives in their Order. Inftead of unbouxKeVd, 
we muft reftore, unbouJeVd, i, e. without the Sacrament toAtni ^'^'"'^ 
the old Saxon Word for the Sacrament, Jboujei. In the next place, 
unanointed, is a Sophiftication of the Text i the old Copies coacor 
In reading, dijappointed, I correct, 

UnhoufePff, unappointed, 

1. e. no Confeiiion of Sins made, no Reconciliation to Heaven, no 
Appointment of Penance by the Church. UnaneaVd I agree to be 
the Poet's genuine Word ; but I muft take the Liberty to difpute 
Mr. Po^'s Explication of it, vix. No ATxr^// rung. The Adjective 
formed from Knell, muft have h^tn'-flnhndTdy or unknolTd, There 
is no Rule in Orthography for finking the k in the Defle^on of 
any Verb or Compound formed from J^mll, and melting it into 
a Vowel. What Senfe does unaneal'd then bear? Skxnnb-r, in 
his Lexicon of old and obfolete Enghjb Terms, tells us, that An" 
^Vis unBui} from the Teufnick Prepofition an, and Ok, i. e. Oil: 
fo that unaneaFd nauft confequently ^^mf^, «ii«noint«</) not having 
the ex/ream UsSion. The PocVb Rcadina wA'Ei^XvfcaJiwu \m»%%V. 
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No reckoning made, but fcnt to my account 
With all my imperfedlions on my head. 
Oh, horrible! oh, horrible I moft horrible! 
If thou haft nature in thee, bear it not ; 
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned inceft. 
But howfoever thou purfu'ft this ad. 
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy foul contrive 
Againft thy mother aught; leave her to heav'n. 
And to thofe thorns that in her bofom lodge. 
To prick and fting her. Fare thee well at once f 
The glow-worm fhews the matin to be near. 
And 'gins to pale his unefFediual fire. 
Adieu, adieu, adieu ; remember me. [Exit. 

Ham, Oh, all you hoftof heav'n ! oh earth ! what elfc f 
And fhall I couple hell ? oh, hold my heart—— 
And you, my finews, grow not inftant old ; 
But bear me ftifflv up. Remember thee 
Ay, thou poor ghoft, while memory holds a feat 
In this diftradted globe ; remember thee 
Yea, from the table of my memory 
1*11 wipe away all trivial fond records. 
All faws of books, all forms, all preifures paH, 
That youth and obfervation copied there; 
And thy commandment all alone fhall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix'd with bafer matter. Yes, by heav'n : 
Oh moft pernicious woman ! 
Oh villain, villain, imiling damned villain I 
My tables, meet it is, I fet it down. 



certained, he . very finely makea his Gttfi complain of thefe four 
dreadful HardOiips; that he lM|d been difgatchcd out of Life with- 
out receiving the Hofif or Sacrament; without being nconc'iled t^ 
Heaven and ahfi/vd-y without the Benefk of extremm UniHoti j or 
without fo much as a Confejpon made of his fins. The having no 
KuUrung, I think, it not a Point of equal Confequence to any of 
thefe J efpecially, if we confider, that the i^ow//a ChutcVi^^kiiYViCaft. 
££cacy of Juayiftgfor the Dead, . 
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That one may fmile, and fmiley and be a villain ; 
At leaft, Pm furc, it may be fo in Denmark, [ff^riiing. 
So, uncle, there you are ; now to my word; 
It is ; Adieu, adieu, remember me : 
I've fworn it— — — 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus, 



Hor. My Lord, my Lord,- 
Mar, Lord Hamlet y- 



Her, Heav'n fecure him ! 

Mar. So be it. 

Hor, Illo, ho, ho, my Lord! 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy;, come, bird, com^- 

Mar, How is't,. my noble Lord ? 

Hor, What news, my Lord ? 

HaM. Oh, wonderful I 

Hir, Good my Lord, tell it. 

Ham, No, you'll reveal it« 

Hor, Not I, my Lord, by heav'a. 

Mar, Nor I, my Lord. 

Ham, How fay you then, would heart of man once 
think it? 
But you'll be fecret » 

Both, Ay, by heav'n, my Lord. 

Ham, There's ne'er a villain, dwelling in ^XlDenmarh 
Sut he's an arrant knave. 

Hor, There needs no ghoft, my Lord, come from the 
grave. 
To tell uy tiis» 

Ham, Why, right, you are i'th*" right ; 
And fo without more circumftance at all, 
I hold it £t that we fhake hands, and part; 
You, as your bufmefs and defires ihall point you ; 
(For every man has bufinefs and defire. 
Such as it i^) and, for my own poor part,. 
I will go pray. 

Hor, Thefe are butwild and whirling words, my Lord*. 

Ham. I'm forry they offend you, heartily 5 
Yes, bciixtily, 

UK- 



Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 1 3 1 

Hor, There's no offence, my Lord. 

Harrf. Yes, by St» Patrick^ but there is, my Lord, 
And much offence too. Touching this vifion here— ^ 
It is an honefl: ghofl, that let me tdl you : 
For your defire to know^what is between us,* 
O'er-mafler it as you may. And now, good friends. 
As you are friends, fcholars, and foldiers, 
.Give me one poor requeil. 

Hor. Whatis't, my Lord? 

Ham. Never make known what you have feeni*to-n1ghty 

Both.. My Lord, we will not. 

Ham. Nay, but fwear't. 

Hor. In faith my Lord, not I. 

Mar. Nor I, my Lord, in faith, 

ham. Upon my fword. 

Mar. We have fworn, my Lord, already. 

Ham. Indeed, upon my fword, indeed. 

Ghoji. Swear. [Ghofl cries under the Stage. 

Ham. Ah, ha, boy, fay'ft thou fo ? art thou thcre^ 
truepenny?. 
Come on, you he^ this fellow in the crel|arage. 
Confent to fwcar. 

Hor. Propofe the oath, my Lord. * 

Ham. Never to fpeak of this that you have feen. 
Swear by my fword. 

ChoJ}. Swear. 

Ham. Hic^ uhique? then we'll fhift our groand. 
Come hither, gentlemen^ 
And lay your hancWagain upon my fword. 
Never to fpeak of this which you have heard. 
Swear by my fword. 

Ghojf. Swear by his fword. 

Ham.^cW faid,old mole,can^flwork i'th'ground fb fail ? 
A worthy pioneft* ! Once more remove, good friends. 

Hor. Oh day and night, but this is wondrous flrange. 

Ham^ And therefore as a flranger give it welcome.^ 
There are more things in heav'n and earth, Horaiioy 
Than are dreamt of in your philofophy. But come. 
Here, as before, never, (fo help you mwc^X^ 
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How ftrange or odd foe'er I bear myfclf, 

(As I, perchance, hereafter fliall think meet 

To put an antick difpofition on ;) 

That you, at fuch time feeing me, never ihall. 

With arms encumbred thus, or this head-fhake. 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtful phrafe. 

As, well — we know — or, wc could, and if we would— 

Or, if we lift to fpeak— or, there be, and if there might-^- 

(Or fuch ambiguous giving out) denote 

That you know aught of me ; This do yc fwear. 

So grace and mercy at your moft need help you ! 

Swear. . 

Ghofl. Swear. 

Ham. Reft, reft, .perturbed Spirit. So, Gentlemen, 
"With all my love do I commend me to yott j 
And what fo poor a Man as Hamht is 
May do t'exprefs his love and friending to you ; 
God willing, fhall not lack ; let us go in togetber> 
And ftill your fingers on your lips, I pray : 
The time is out of joint ; oh, curfed fpight ! 
That ever I was born to fet it right. 
Nay, come, let's go together. [Exeunt. 



X:fX:i-;C 



KCt; 



Ha m l e t. Prince of Denmark, if j 



ACT II. 

SCENE, Jn Apartment in Polonius*:? 

Houfe. 

Enter Polonius, and Reynoldo. - 

POLONIVS. 

GIVE him this money, and thefe notes, ReynoUo* 
Rey. I will, my Lord. 
Pol, You fiiall do marvellous wifely, good Reynoldo^' 
Before you vifit him, to make inquiry 
Of his behaviour. 

Rey, My Lord, I did intend it. 
PoL Marry, well faid ; very well faid. Look yo«, Sir, 
Enquire me firft what Danjkers are in Paris; 
And how, and who, what means, and where they keep^ 
What company, at what expence ; and finding. 
By this encompafTment and drift of queflion. 
That they do know my fon, come you more near ; 
Then your particular demands will touch it ; 
Take you, as 'twere fome diitant knowledge of him^ 

As thus 1 know his father and his friends. 

And in part him — Do you mark this, Reynoldo f 
Rey. Ay, very well, my Lord. 
PoL And in part him— but you may fay — not well; 
But iPt be he, I mean, he's very wild ; 
Addidled fo and fo— and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe; marry, none fb rank. 
As may diflionour him ; take heed of that ; 
But, Sir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufual flips. 
As are companions noted and moll known 
To yoath aod hbejty* 



1314 Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 

Rey, As gaming, my Lord- 



PoL Ay, or drinking, fencing, fwearing, 
Qgarrelling, drabbing You may go fo far. 

Rey, My Lord, that would difhonour him. 

Pol, Taith, no, as you may feafon it in the charge ; 
You mufl not put another fcandal on him. 
That he is open to incontinency. 
That's not my meaning ; but breathe his fault&faqaaintly^ 
That they may feem the taints of liberty ; 
The flafh and out-break of a fiery mind, 
A favagenefs in unreclaimed blood 
Of general affanlt. 

Rey, But, my good Lord 

Pol, Wherefore fhould you do this? 

Rey. Ay, my Lord, I would know that. 

Pol, Marry, Sir, here's my drift ; 
And, I believe, it is a fetch of wit. 
You, laying thefe flight fuHies on my fbn. 
As 'twere a thing a little foil'd i*th' working, 
Mark you, your party in converfe, he you wouldiband^ 
Having ever feen, in the prenominate crimes. 
The youth, you breathe of, guilty ^ be aiTur'd^ 
He clofes with you in this confequence ; 
Good Sir, or fo, or ffiend, or gentleman, 
(According to the phrafe or the addition 
Of man and country.) 

Rey, Very good, my Lordr 

Pol, Anji then. Sir, does he this ; 

He does what was I about to fay ? 

I was about to fay fomething — where I did leave ?— 

Rey, At, clofes in the confequence. 

Pol, At, clofes in the confequence — Ay, marry. 

He clofes thus ; 1 know the gentleman, 

I faw him yefterday, or t'other day. 

Or then, with fuch and fuch ; and, as you fay,. 

There was he gaming, there overtook in'a rowfc,. 

There falling out at tennis ; or, perchance, 

I faw himi enter fuch a houfe of fale, 

yjJdkef, a brothel, or fo forth.-:— See you4K)W ; 

Tour 
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Your bait of falfhood takes this carp of truth ;. 

And thus do we of wiCdom and of reach, » 

With windlaces, and with cffays of byas. 

By indiredlions find dire^ions out : 

So by my former lefture and advice 

Shall you my fon ; you have me, have you not ? 

Rey. My Lord, I have. 

Pol. God b*w* you ; fare you well. 

Rey, Good my. Lord— — 

PoL Obferve his inclination in yourfelf, 

Rey. I fhalU my Lord. 

Pol, And let him ply his mufick. 

Rey, Well, my Lord. [ExiK 

^ Enter Ophelia. 

toL Farewel. How now, Ophelia^ what's the matter ? 

Oph, Alas, my Lord, I have been fo affrighted ! 

PoL With what, in the name of heav'n ? 

Opb, My Lord, as I was fewing in my clofet,. 
Lord Hamlet^ with his doublet all unbrac'd. 
No hat upon his head, his flockings loofe,. (12) 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyred to his ancle ; 
Pale as his fhirt, his knees knocking each other^ 
And with a look fo piteous in purport, 

(12) ' — h'n Stockings foul'd, 

Uffgarter^di and down -^^yxed to bis j^nde-l I have rcftorci 

ihe Reading of the Elder S^aarto^s his Stockings loofe. 1 he 

Changie, I fufpe£l, was firft from the Players, who faw a Contrsb- 
di£lion io his Stockings being ioofe, and ytxjhackhd down at AncJo, 
Bu» they, in their Ignorance, blun<ki£d away cSmx Author*s Word, 
becaofe they did not underiliand it 3 

Ungarfer*d, anddtnuri'^xtdy 

i,e. turned down. So, the oldeft Copies j and, fo his Stockinge 
vere propeily hole, a« they were ungarter'd and ro^vCddctun to the 
Ancle. The Latins borrowed Gyrus from the Greeks, to fignify, a 
Circle \ as we may find in their beft Poets and Profc- Wr iters : and 
the Spaniards arfd halians have from ihcncc adopted both tK^ V wVi 
and SubilA'nrive into their Tongues : fo l\iat Shake | care ^'^v\'^ xv^X 
^ »t a Lcfs for the Uic of the Term, 



1^6 Hamlbt, Prince of Denmark, 

As if he had been loofed out of hell. 

To fpeak of horrors ; thus he comes before me. 

PoL Mad for thy love ? 

Ofh. My Lord, I do not know : 
But, truly, I do fear it. 

PoL What faid he ? 

Ofh. He took me by the wrifl, and held me hard ; 
Then goes he to the length of all tis arm ; 
And with his other hand, thus o'er his brow. 
He falls to fuch perufal of my face. 
As he would draw it. Long time (laid he fo ; 
At laft, a little Ihaking of mine arm. 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down. 
He rais'd a figh, fo piteous and profound, 
That it did feem to fhatter all his bulk. 
And end his being. Then he lets me goj 
And, with his head over his fhoulder turn'd. 
He fcem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 
For out o' doors he went without their help. 
And, to the laft, bended their light on me, 

PoL Come, go with me, I will go feek the King* 
This is the very ecftacy of love ; 
Whofe violent property foredoes itfelf. 
And leads the will to defp'rate undertakings. 
As oft as any paifion under heav'n, 
^ That does afflidl our natures. I am forrjp ; 

What, have you giv'n him any hard wms of late? 

OpL No, my good Lord; but, as ygB did command, 
I did repel his letters, and deny'd 
His accefs to me. 

PoL That hath made him mad. 
I'm forry, that with better fpeed and judgment 
I had not quoted him. I fear'd, Jie trifl'd. 
And meant to wreck thee ; but beflirew my jealoiify ; 
It feems, it is as proper to our age 
To caft beyond ourfelves in our opinions. 
As it is common for the younger fort 
To lack difcretion. Come ; go we to tie King. 
This mud be known ; which bem^k^tclofe^might more 
More grief to hide, than hate to uxut, \o^t. \^xtiiiii. 
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SCENE changes to the Palace. 

Vr King, ^eriy Rofincrantz, Guildenftern, Lcrds 
and other Attendants. 

y.T T 7 Elcome, dear Rofincrantz, and Gmldenfiern ! 

V V Moreover that we much did long to fee you, 
e need, we have to ufe you, did provoke 
r haft)^ fending. Something you have heard 
Hamlet\ transformation ; fo I call it, 
ce not th* exterior, nor the inward, man 
embles that it was. What it fhould be 
re than his father's death, that thus hath put him ^ 
much from th' underflanding of himfelf, 
mnot dream of. I intreat you both. 
It being of fo young days brought up with him, 
i fince {o neighboured to his youth and humour, 
It you vouchlafe your reft here in our court 
ic little timQ 5 fo by your companies 
draw him on to pleafurcs, and to gather, 
tnuch as from occafions you may glean, 
lught, to us unknown, afflidts nim thus. 
It open'd lies within our remedy. 
W«. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'dof youj 
i, fure I am, two men there are not living, 
whom he more adheres. If it will plca/e you 
fhew us fo much gentry and good will, 
to extend your time with us a while, 

the fupply and profit of our hope, 
ir vifitation fhall receive fuch thanks, 
fit3 a King's remembrance. 
\of. Both your majefties 
jht, by the fov'reign power you have of us, 

your dread pleafures more into command 
an to entreaty. 
ruiL But wp both obey, 
i here give up ourfelves, in the full bent. 
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To lay our fervicc freely at your feet. 

King* Thanks, Kofincrantx, and gentle Guildenftem. 

^ueen. Thanks, GuiUenftern^ and gentle Rofincrant%» 
And, I befeech you, inllantly to vifit 
My too much changed fon. Go, fome of ye. 
And bring thefe gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

-GuiL Heavens make our prcfence and our pradlices 
Pleafant and helpful to him ! [Exeunt Rof. and Gull. 

^en. Amen. 

Enter Polonius. 

PcL Th* ambafTadors from Norway j my good lord. 
Are joyfully returned. 

King. Thou ftill haft been the father of good news. 

Pol, Have I, my Lord ? affure you, iriy good Liege, 
I hold my duty, as I hold my foul. 
Both to my God, and to my gracious King ; 
And I do think, (or elfe this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy fo fure 
As I have us'd to do) that I have found 
The very caufe of Hamlet* s lunacy. 

King, Oh,* fpeak of that, that do I lone to hcat» 

PoL Give fii^ admittance to th* ambafTadors : 
My news (hail be the fruit to that great feaft. 

King. Thyfclf do grace to them, and bring them !»• 

[Exit PoL 
He tells me, my fweet Queen, that he hath found 
The head arid lource of all your fon's dillemper. 

^een. I doubt, it is no otlier but the main. 
His father's deathj and our o'er-hafty marriage. 

Re-^enter Polonius, w//)& Voltimand, and Cornelius. 

King, Well, we iball fift him. — Welcome, my good 
friends ! 
Say, Voltimandy what from our brother Norway ? 
FoL Moft fair return of greetings and defires. 
Upon our firfl, he fent out to fupprefs 

His 
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His nephew's levies, which to him appeared 

To be a preparation 'gainft the Polack : 

But, better look'd into, he truly found 

It was againft your Highnefs : whereat gricv'd. 

That fo his ficknefs, age, and impotence . 

Was falfely born in hand, fends out ariefls 

On Foriinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys ; 

Receives rebuke from Norway ; and, in fine. 

Makes vow before his uncle, never more 

To give th* alTay of arms againfl your majefty. 

Whereon old Nor<way, overcome with joy. 

Gives him threefcorethoufand crowns in annual fee; (13) 

(13) G'wes him three tbcuf^nd Crowns in annual Fee."] Tarn 
RcaJing firft obtained in the Edition put out hy the Playeri. Btit 
all the old ^artc'i (from i6o^, downwardf,) read, as I have re- 
fotm*d the Tcxr. I hid timed, that tbnefiort tboujand Cfowm 
feemed a much more fuitable Donative from a King to hii own 
Nephew, and the General of an army, than fo poor a Pittance as 
thrci tboufand Crowns, a PenHon fcarcc large enough for a depen- 
dent Courtier. I therefore reftor*d. 



Givei him threefcore tboufand CroWttS"' 



To this Mr. Fofc, (very archly critical, at he imagine" }) has 
only replied,— —wlit\& in his Ear is a Verfe* I own, it is j and 1*11 
venture to prove to this great Maftrrin Numbers, that two Syllables 
may, by Pronunciation, be nfolvd and melted into one, as eafily as 
two Notes are flurr^d in Mujick : and a Redundance of a Syllable, 
that may be fo funk, has never been a Breach of Harmony 
in any Language. We muft pronounce, and ican, as if *twert 
written j 

Gi*s*m ibne \ fcore tbcu \ fand crowns f 

Mr. Pope wottld advance a falfe Nicety of Ear againft the Licenct 
of Shakejp€ar$''s Numbers j nay, indeed, againil the Licence of all 
Englijh Verfificaticn, in common with that of other Languages* 
Three Syllables, thus liquidated into two, are in Scanficn plainly 
an Anapefi ; and equal to a Spondee, or Foot of (wo Syllabies. I 
could produce at ieaft two thoufand >of our Poet*8 Verfcs, that 
would be diftmb*d by this modern^ unreaibnable, Chaftenefs of 
Mitr€, 
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And his commiffion to employ thofe foldiers. 
So levied as before, againft the Polack : 
With an entreaty, herein further (hewn. 
That it might pleafe .yoa to give quiet pafs 
Through your dominions for this enterprize. 
On iuch regards of fafety and allowance. 
As therein are fet down. 

Hang, It Kkes us well ; 
And at our more confi fer'd time we'll read, 
Anfwer, and think upon this bufinefs. 
Mean time, we thank you for your well-took labour. 
Go to your reft ; at night we'll feaft together. 
Moft welcome home ! [£x0. Amhaf^ 

Pol. This bufmefs is well ended. 
My Liege, and Madam, to expoftulate 
What Majeily fhould be, what duty is. 
Why day is day, night night, and time is fime. 
Were nothing but to wafte night, day, and time. 
Therefore, fince brevity's the foul of wit. 
And tedioufnefs the limbs and outward fiouriihes^ 
I will be brief; your noble fon is mad ; 
Mad, call I it ; for, to define true madnefs. 
What is't, but to be nothing elfe but mad ? 
But let that go 

Siuein. More matter, with lefs art. 

FoL Madam, I fwear, I ufe no art at all : ■ 

That he is mad,, 'tis true ; 'tis true, 'tis pity ; 

And pity 'tis, 'tis true ; a foolifli figure,—— 

But farewel it ; for I will ufe no art. 

Mad let us grant him (hen ; and now remains 

That we find out the caufe of this ^^^^ ; 

Or rather fay, the caufe of this defedl ; 

For this effe6l, defective, comes by caufe ; 

Thus it remains, and the remainder th us. --Perpend.— • 

J have a daughter ; have, while fhe is mine ; * 

Who in her duty and obedience, mark, 

Hath given me this ; now gather, and farimfe. 



\jk 
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' [Hi opens a letter y and reads,} 

7i tiff celefiial, and my fiuPs idoU the moft heattfad 
(14) Ophelia. ♦That^ an ill phrafe, a vile 

phrafe : beatified is a vile phrafe ; bat you ihall hear—* 
Tbefe to her excdknt 'white bofomy the/e, < ■ ■ 

^ee». Came this frdm Hamlet to her ? 
^ PoU Good Madam, ftay a while, I will be faithful. 

houht tbouf the ftars are fire ^ [Reading. 

Doubt y that the fiin doth mo*ve ; 
Doubt truth to be a liar. 
But ne*ver doubt, I love. 

Oh, dear Ophelia, / am ill at thefe numbers ; / hafve 
not art to reckon my groans ; but that I lo've thee befi, ob 
mofi befi, believe it. Adieu. 

Thine e'vermorey moft dear Lady^ fwhilft 

this Machine is to him^ Hamlet« 

This in obedience hath my daughter ihewn me : 
And, more above, hath his follicitings. 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place. 
All given to mine ear. 
King, But how hath fhe received his love ? 

(14) to tba Cekftial, and my SouVs IdoU the moft beautified Ophelia.} 
I have ventured at an Emendation here, againft the Authority of ail 
the Copies ; but, I hope, upon Examination it will appear probabJe 
and reafonable. The Word beauufed may carry two diftinft Ideas, 
eiciier as applied to a Woman made up of artificial Beauties, or to one 
rich in native Charms. As Shakejpeare has therefore chofe to ufe 
it in the latter Acceptation, to exprefs njtural Comehnefs j I can-r 
not imagine, that here, he would make Polcnius except to the Phrafe^ 
and call it a vile one. But a ftronger Objeftion ftilJ, in my Min^; 
lies againft it. As Ccuftral and ScuJ^s Idol arc the introdu^ory 
CharaileriAicks oiOpkeba, what a dreadful y^ff//V//m<7x is it to defcend 
to fuch an Epithet as beautified? On the other hand, beatified^ as \ 
have conjectured, raifes the Image : bur Polonius might very well, 
as a lw«wtf«r Catholick, call it a vt/e Phrafe, i. e. favouring of Pio- 
fana ion j fince the Epithet is pccoliarly made an Ad^au^ i<^ \V^^ 
Virgin Marys Honour, and thetcfote OM|,ViX uoXX^^t tm^Xvik^j^^ \tv>iBR. 
J^gSfe of a mere Mortal. 
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PcL What do yoii think of me ? 

King, As of a man, faithful and honourable. 

PoL I would fain prove fo. But what might you think? 
When I had feen this hot love on the wing, 
(As I pcrceiv'd it, I muft tell you that. 
Before my daughter told me :) what might you. 
Or my dear Majefty your Queen here, think ? 
If I had play'd the defk or table-book, 
Or giv'n my heart a working, mute and dumb. 
Or look'd upon this love with idle fight ; 
What might you think ? no, I went round to work, 
And my young miftrefs thus I did befpeak ; 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy fphere. 
This muft not be; and then, I precepts gave her. 
That ihe fhould lock herfelf from his refort. 
Admit no meflengersr receive no tokens : 
Which done, Ihe took the fruits of my advice ; 
And he repulfed, a fhort tale to make. 
Fell to a fadnefs, then into a faft. 
Thence to a watching, thence into a weaknefs^ 
Thence to a lightnefs, and, by this decleniion. 
Into the madnefs wherein now he raves. 
And all we wail for. 

King, Do you think this ? 

^ueen. It may be very likely. 

Pol, Hath there been fuch a time, I'd fain know that, 
That I have pofitively faid, 'tis fo. 
When it prov'd otherwife ? 

King, Not that I know, 

Pol, Take this from this, if this be otherwife. 

[Pointing to his Head ami Sh9ulden 
If circumftances lead me, I will find 
Where troth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the center. 

King, How may we try it further ? 

PoLYou know,fometimes hewalks four hours together^ 
Here in the lobby. 

J^eM. So he does, indeed. 
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PoL At fuch a time I'll Joofe my daughter to him ; 
Be you and 1 behind an arras then, 
Mark the encounter : If he love her not. 
And be not from his reafon fall'n thereon. 
Let me be no aiCilant for a (late. 
But keep a farm and carters. 

AT/fff . We will try it. 

Enter Hamlet reading, 

^en. But, look, where, fadly the poor wretch comea 
reading. 

PoL Away, I do befeech you, both away. 
1*11 board him prefently. [Exe, King and^een,. 

Oh, give me leave. — How does my good Lord Hamlet? 

Ham, Well, God o' mercy. 

PoL Do you know me, my Lord, 

Ham. Excellent well ; you are a filhmonger. 

PoL Not I, my Lord, 

Ham, Then I would you were fo honefl a man. 

PoL Honeft, my Lord ? 

Ham, Ay, Sir ; to be honeft, as this wprld goes, is 
to be one man pick'd out of ten thoufand. 

Poi, That's very true, my Lord. 

Ham, For if the fun breed maggots in a dead dog. 
Being a good kiffing carrion 
Have you a daughter? . 

PoL I have, my Lord. 

Ham, Let her not walk i'th' fun ; conception is a 
bleffing, but not as your daughter may conceive. Friend, 
look to't. 

PoL How fay you by that ? ftill harping on my 

daughter ! 

Yet helcnew me not at firft ; he faid, I was a fiihmonger. 
He is far gone ; and, truly, in my youth, {/^de, 

I foffer'd much extremity for love ; 

Very near this. I'll fpeak to him 4jg;ain. 

What do you r^ad, my Lord.?. 

Ham. Words^ word^, words. 
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Pol. What h the matter, my Lord ? 
Ham, Between whom ? 

PoL I mean the matter that you read, my Lord. 
Ham. Shinders, Sir : for the fatirical flave fays here, 
that old men have grey beards ; that their fac<*s arc 
wrinkled; their eyes purging thick amber, andplom- 
tree gum : and that they have a plentiful lack ef wit ; 
together with moft weak hams. All which. Sir, tho* 
I moft powerfully and potently believe, yet I hold it 
not honefty to have it thus fet down ; for yourfelf. 
Sir, fliall be as old as I am, if, like a crab you could 
go backward. 

Pd?/. Though this be madneft, yet there's method in't : 
Will you walk out of the air, my Lord ? 

Ham, Into my grave.—* 

PoL Indeed, that is out o' th' air : * ■ ■ ■ 
How pregnant (fometimes) his replies are ? 
A h^ppinefs that often madnefs hits on. 
Which fanity and reafon could not be 
So profp'roufly deliver'd of. I'll leave him. 
And fuddenly contrive the means of meeting 
Between him and my daughter. 
My honourable Lord, I will moft humbly 
Take my leave of you. 

Ham, You cannot. Sir, take from me any thing that 
I will more willingly part withal, except my life. 

Pol. Fare you wellj my Lt>rd. 

Ham, Thefe tedious old fools ! 

Pel. You go to feek Lord Hamlet; there he is. [Exit. 

Enter Roftncrantz an^l Guildenftern. 

Po/. God fave you. Sir. 
Cuil, Mine honoured Lord ! 
Ro/, My moft dear Lord ! 

Ham. My excellent good friends ! How doft thoii 
Guildenftern ? 
Ch, Ro/sncrantXi good lads ! how do ye both ? 
J^o/. A^ the indiflferent cluYdt^u oi \?t» cwth. 
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uiL Happy, in that we are not over-happy ; on 

me's cap, we are not the very button. 

M. ^or the foks of her fhoe i 

of. Neither, my Lord. 

am. Then you live about her waift, or in the mid- 

}£ her favours ? 

kk/. *Faith, in her privates we. 

M. In the fecret parts of fortune ? oh, mofl true ; 

is a flruxnpet. What news ? 

of. None, my Lord, but that the world's grown 

sit 

^am. Then is dooms-day near ; but your news is not 

. Let me queilion more in particular : what have 

, my good friends, deferved at the hands of fortune, 

ihe iends you to prifon hither ? 
uiL Prifon, my Lord ! . 
lam, Denmark* s 2l prifon. 
of. Then is the world one. 

lam. A goodly one, in which there are many con- 
}, wards, and dungeons ; Denmark being one o'th* 
ft. 

of. We think not {Oy my Lord. 
}am. Why, then, 'tis none to you; for there is 
ling either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo: 
le, it is a prifon. 

of. Why, then your ambition makes it one : 'tis too 
ow for your mind. 

^am. Oh God, I could be bounded in a nut-fhell, 
count myfelf a King of infinite fpace ; were it nor, 

I have bad dreams. 

uil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition ; for the 
' fubflance of the ambitious is merely the fhadow 
: dream. 

'am. A dream itfelf is but a fhadow. 
qf. Truly, and I hold ambition of fo airy and light 
lality, that it is but a fhadow's fhadow. 
'am. Then are our beggars, bodies ; and our mo- 
ths and out-ftretch'd heroes, the beggars' fhadows ; 
11 we to th' Court ? for, by my fay, 1 caituoXx^^SftiVL* 
tf^ We'll wait upcm you, 
fL. VUI. G Ham. 
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Ham. No fuch matter. I will not fort vou with the 
reft of my fervants ; for, to fpeak to you like an honeft 
man, I am moil dreadfully attended : but in the beaten 
way of friendfbip, what make you at Elfinoor ? 

Rof, To vifit yon, my Lord ; no other occafion. 

Ham, Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks ; 
but I thank you ; and fure, dear friends, my thanks 
are too dear of a half-penny. Were you not fent for ? 
is it your own inclining ? is it a free vifitation ? come, 
deal juftly with me^ come, come; nav, fpeak," 

Gml, What fhould we fay, my Lora ? 

Ham. Any thing, but to the purpofe. You were 
fent for : and there is a kind of confeffion in your 
looks, which your modefties have not craft enongh to 
colour. I know, the good King and Queen have fent 
for you. 

Rof, To what end, my Lord ? 

Ham. That you muft teach me ; but let me conjure 
you by the rights of our fellowfhip, by the confonancy 
of our youth, by the obligation of our ever-prefervcd 
love, and by what more dear, a better propofer could 
charge you withal ; be even and direft with me, whether 
you were fent for or no ? 

Roj: What fay you ? [To Guilden. 

Ha7n. Nay, then I have an eye of you : if you love 
me, hold not olF, 

Guil. My Lord, we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why ; fo fhall my anticipation 
prevent your difcovery, and yoiw fecrecy to the King and 
Qaeen moult no feather. I have of late, but wherefore 
Lknow not, loft all my mirth, foregone all cuftom of 
exercife ; and, indeed, it goes fo heavily with my dif- 
poiition, that this goodly frame, the earth, feems to 
me a fteril promontory ; this inoft excellent canopy the 
air, look you, this brave o'er-hanging firmament, this 
majeftical roof fretted with golden fire, why, it appears 
no other thing to me, than a foul and peftilent congre- 
gation of vapours. What a piece of work is a man } 
how noble in reafon I how iufiivite in faculties ! la form 
and moving how exprcfs at^da<in)LU^\A^\ 'Mi^^v^^Vfw 
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, lik« an angel ! in apprehenfion how like a God ! the 
beauty of »he world, the paragon of animals I and yet 
to me, what is this quiutelTence of duft ? man delights 
not me, nor woman neither ; though by your fmiling 
you feem to fay fo. 

Ro/, My Lordj there was no fuch ftuff in my thoughts. 

Hr^i. Why did you laugh, when I faid, man delights 
not TIC f 

Rr- To think, my Lord, if you delight not in man, 
wr : . ;-?n entertainment the players ihall receive from 
yc : ^ ' Hccofted them on the way, and hither are 
th ' -vvining to offer you fervice. 

.-''am. He that plays the King ihall be welcome ; his 
Mai'^fty Ihall have tribute of me ; the adventurous Knight 
fhail ufe his foyle and target ; the lover fliall not ngh 
gratis y the humorous man fhall end his part in peace ; 
and the ii.cly fhall fay her mind freely, or the blank verfe 
fhall halt ror't. What players are they ? 

Ro/. Evert thofe you were wont to take delight in,' 
the tragedians of the city. 

Ham. How chances it, they travel ? their refidence 
both in reputation and profit was better, both ways. 

Ro/, I think, their inhibition comes by the means of 
the late innovation. 

Ham, Do they hold the fame ellimation they didj 
when I was in the city ? are they fo followed ? 

Ro/ No, indeed, they are not. 

Ham, How comes it ? do they grow rufly ? 

Ro/ Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted pace ; 
but there is. Sir, an aiery of children, little eyafes, (15) 

that 

(15) Bui there isf Sir, an Aiery cf CbiUreo^ iittk Yafcs, that ay 
out on the To^ of S^ejiion.'] The Poet here ftcps out of his Subje^ 
to give a Lalh at home, and fneer at the prevailing Fafhion of fol- 
lowing Plays performed by the Children of the Chapel, and aban- 
doaing the eftabliflied Theatres. But why arc they called little Yafes ? 
I wiih, fome'of the Editors would have expounded this fine oeiy 
Wotd to us } or, at leaft, told us where we might meet with it» 
*TiU then, I fliall make bold to fufpedt it \ and, y^VthoxxX. ovtft- 
fliaiflinjT Sagacity, iittempt to retrieve the true \WoTd, ' K^ Vet tyt^ 
«aZ/5r Vfli on ^^ry ofChUdttn, (now, ao A%tr\ W E|er« '» a^UvwV.^* 
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th^t cry out on the top of queilion ; and are moft tyraii 
nically clapt for't ; thefe are now the fa(hion, and Ci 
i^erattle the common ftagcs, (fo they call them) tha 
snany jyearing rapiers are afraid of goofe-quills, an< 
dare {katCe come thither. 

yHam. What, are they children ? who maintains *em 
l^^^-ftre they efcortcd ? will they purfue the quality, n< 
IpiR^r than they can fing ? will they not fay afterwards 
'if tncy jhould grow themfelves to common players, (a 
vitU moft like, if their means are no better:) thei 
-writers do them wrong to make them exclaim again! 
their own fucceffion ? 

Ro/. 'Faith, there has been much to do on botl 
fides ; and the nation holds it no iin, to tarre them oi 
to controverfy. There was, for a while, no mone^ 
bid for argument, unlefs the poet and the player wen 
Co cuft's in the queftion. 
. Ham. Is't poffible ? 

CuiL Oh, there has been much throwing about o 
brains. 

Ham. Do the boys carry it away ? 

Ro/. Ay, that they do, my Lord, Hercules and hi 
load too. 

Ham. It is not ftrange ; for mine uncle is King o 
Denmark ; and thofc, that would make mowes at hin 
while my father lived, give twenty, forty, fifty, ai 
hundred ducats a-piece, for his pifture in little. Ther< 
is fomethihg in this more than natural, if philofophi 
could find it out. \FlouriJh for the Players 

Guil. There are the players. 

'Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elfimor 
your hands : come then, the appurtenance of welcomi 
IS fafhion and ceremony. Let me comply with you ii 
this garbe, left my extent to the players (which, '■. 
tell you, muft ihew fairly outward) ihould more ap 
pear like entertainment than yours. You are wel 

'Or'Etig\Q'i}!ic!^'^ there rs not the leaft Qucftlon but "we ought ti 
re/iore /////<.' Eyafes^ i. «. Youn^'^^m|,s» Creatures juftooi 
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come ; but my Uncle-father and Aunt-moihcr are 
deceiv'd. 

GuiL In what, my dear Xord ? 

Ham. I am but mad north, north<^wef! : when the 
wind is foutherly^ I know a hawk from a hand-faw^- 

Enter Polonius.. 

Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen. ? 

Ham, Hark you, Guildenfiern, and you too, at each* 
car a#hearer ; that great baby, you fee thercy is not yef 
out of his fwathling-clouts. 

Jia/. Haply, he's the fecond time come to them ; for 
they fay, an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophefy, he comes to tell me of the 
players. Mark it ; — you fay right. Sir ; for on MoUf 
day morning 'twas fo, indeed. 

Pol. My Lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord, I. have news to tell you. 
When Ro/cius was an aftor in Rome 

PcL The aftors are come hither, my Lord. 

Ham. Bnzze, buzze.- 

Pol. Upon mine honour. 

Ham. Then came each a6lor on his afs 

Pol. The belt aftors in the world, either for tragcdjr 
conrcdy, hiftory, pafloral, pailoral-comical, hiftorical- 
paHoral, fcene undividable, or poem unlimited : Seneca 
cannot be too heavy, nor Phutus too light. For the law 
of wit, and the liberty, thele are the only men. 

Ham. Ohy Jephiha, judge of J/raely what a treafurc 
hadft thou ! 

Pol. What a treafure had he, my Lord ? 

Ham. Wkyy one fair daughter y and no more y, 
Tlft^nvhich he lo^ed pajjizg *ivell. 
' ^Pol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i'th' right, old Jefhiha ? 

Pol. If you call me Jephtha, my Lord, I have a.^ 
daughter that I love paffing well. 

Ham. Nay, that follows not. 

i?^ WJiat follows then, my Loid^ 
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Ham, Why, as fy lof, God ^wot — and then you knowi 
it xame to paj'sy as moji like it nvas ; the firft row of th^ 
Tubrick will ihew you more. For, look, where my 
abridgements come. 

Enter four or fi've Flayers » 

Y'are welcome, mailers, welcome all. I am glad to fee 
thee well ; welcome, good friends. Oh ! old friend ! 
thy face is valanc'd, iince I faw thee lafl : com'fl thou 
to beard me in Denmark ? What I my young lady and 
miflrefs ? b'erlady, your ladylhip is nearer heaven than 
when I faw you laft, by the altitude of a chioppine. 
Pray God, your voice, like a piece of uncurrent gold, 
be not crack'd within the ring. — Mailers, you are all 
welcome ; we'll e'en to't like friendly faulconers, fly at 
any thing we fee j we'll have a fpeech flraight. Come, 
give us a tafle of your quality ; come, a paflionate 
ipecch. 

1- Play. What fpeech, my good Lord ? 
Ham. I heard thee fpeak me a fpeech once ; bat it was 
never adled : or if it was, not above once ; for the play, 
I remember, pleas'd not the million, 'twas Canjtar Xo 
the general ; but it was (as I received it, and others, 
whofe judgment in fuch matters cried in the top of 
mine) an excellent play ; well digefled in the fcenes, fet 
down with as much modelly as cunning. I remember, 
one faid, there was no fait in the lines, to make the 
matter favoury ; nor no matter in the phrafe, that mighf 
indite the author of a0e£lion ; but call'd it, an honeft 
method. One fpeech in it I chiefly lov'd ; 'twas jEmas*^ 
tale to DiJo ; and thereabout of it efpecially, where he 
fpeaks ofPriam^s flaughter. If it live in your memory, 
begin at this line, let- me fee, let me fee — The ragged 
Pyrrhus^ like th' Hyrcanian bcaft,— It is not fo i— ^ 
it begins with Pytrhus, 
The rugged Pyrrhusy he, whole fable arms. 
Black as his purpofe, did the night refemble 
When he lay couched in the omitiows Vuarfe ; 
liaih now his dfead and black comiD\^Yioiv. fe«aj^%^ 
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With heraldry more difmal ; head to foot. 
Now is he total gules j horridly trickt 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fons, 
Bak'd and impafled with the parching fires. 
That lend a tyrannous and damned light 
To murders vile. Roafted in wrath and fire. 
And thus o'er-fized with coagulate gore. 
With eyc9 like carbuncles, the hellifh Pyrrbus 
Old grandfire Priam feeks. 

P«7. 'Fore God, my Lord, well fpokcn, with good 
accent, and good difcretion. 

I Play, Anon he finds him. 
Striking, too fhort, at Greeks. His antique fword. 
Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls, 
Repugnant to command ; unequal match'd, 
Pyrr^s at Priam drives, in rage ftrikes wide ; 
Bat with the whif and wind of his fell fword 
Th* unnerved father falls. Then fenfelefs Iliumy 
Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his bafe ; and with a hideous craih 
Takes prifoner Pyrrhus^ ear. For lo, his fword. 
Which was declining on the milky head 
Of rcv'rend Priam^ feem'd i'th* air to ftick : 
So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus flood ; 
And, like a neutral to his will and matter. 
Did nothing. 

Bat as we often fee, again ft fomc florm, 
A fiience in the heav'ns, the rack ftand flill. 
The bold winds fpeechlefs, and the orb below 
As huOi as death : anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region : So afte» Pyrrhus^ paufe, . 
A Toufed vengeance fcts him new a- work : 
And never did the Cyclops^ hammers fall 
On Mars his armour, forg'd for proof cterne. 
With lefs remorfe than Pynbus^ bleeding fword 

Now falls on Priam, 

Oat, out, thou flrumpet fortune! all you Gods, 
In gei^eral fynod take away her power : 
Break all the jpokes and fellies froiaYkei ^VifctX^ 
And bowl the round nave down th.^ \u!l\ o^ V^^Vti* 

G 4 ^^ 
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As low as to the fiends. 

Po/. This is too long. 

Ham. It (hall to th' barber's with your beard. Pr'y- 
thce, fay on ; he's for a jigg, or a tale of bawdry, or 
he fleeps. Say on, connc to Hecuba. 

I Play, But who,oh I who,had feen the mobled Queen, — 

Ham. The mobled Queen ? 

Pol. That's good ; mobled Queen, is good. 

I Play. Run bare-fbot up and down, threatning the 
flames 
With bifibn rheum j a clout upon that head. 
Where late the diadem flood ; and for a robe 
About her lank and all-o'er-teemed loins, 
A blanket in th' alarm of feat caught up : 
Who this had feen, with tongue in venom fleep'd^ 
'Gainft fortune's ftate would treafon have pronoiinc'd; 
But if the Gods themfelves did fee her then» 
When fhc faw Pyrrbus make malicious fport 
In mincing with his fvvord her hufband's limbs j 
The inilnnt burfl of clamour that fhe made, 
(Unlefs things mortal move theni not at all) 
Would have made milch the burning eyes of heav'n. 
And paffion in the Gods. 

Pol. Look, whe're he has not turn'd his colour^ and 
has tears in's eyes. Pr'ythec, no more. 

Ham. 'Tis well, I'll have thee fpeak out the rcfl of 
this foon. Good my Lord, will you fee the players well 
beflow'd ? Do ye hear, let them be well us'd ; for they 
are the abflraft, and brief chroniclers of the time. After 
your death, you were better have a bad epitaph, than 
their ill report while you liv'd. 

PoL My Lord, I will ufe them according to their 
defert. 

Ham, God's bodikins, man, much better. Ufe every 
man after his defert, and who fhall 'fcape whipping ? 
ufe them after your own honour and dignity. The lefs 
they deferve, the more merit is in your bounty. Take 
them in. 
J^ffA Come, Sii:s» [Exit Polonius. 

* . . - 



Ham. Follow him, friends : we'll hear a play to- 
morrow. Doft thoa hear me, old friend, can you- 
play the murder of Gonzago ? 

Play, Ay, my. Lord. 

Ham, We'll ha't to-morrow-night. You could, for a 
need, ftudy a fpcech of fome dozen or fixteen lines, 
Which I would fet down,^nd infert in'f? could ye not ? 

Play, Ay, my Lord. . . 

Ham, Very welL Follow that Lord, and, look, you: 
mock him not. My good friends, I'll. leave you 'till 
night, you are welcome to Elfinoor* 

Rof, Good my Lord. \ExeunU • 

Manet Hamlet. 

Ham, Ay, fo, God b'w'ye : now T am alone; 
Gh, what a rogue and pealant flave am I ! 
Is it not monftrous that this player here, 
'But in a fidlion^ in a dream of pailion. 
Could force his foul fo to his own conceit. 
That, from her working, all his vifage warm'd : 
Tears in his eyes, diflradion in his a5>e6l, 
A broken voice, and his whole fundiion fuiting. 
With forms, to his conceit ? and all for nothing ?. 
For Hecuba ? 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba^ 
That he ihould weep for her ? what would he do,.. 
Had he the motive and the cue for paffion. 
That I have ? he would drown the llage with tears, , 
And cleave the gen'ral ear with horrid fpeech, . 
Make mad the guilty, and appall the free ; 
Confound the ignorant, and amaze, indeed. 

The very faculty of eyes and ears. Yet I,..' 

A dull and muddy-mettled rafcal,. peak. 
Like Jobn-a-dreamiy unpregnant of my caufe. 

And can fay nothing. no, not for a King, 

Upon whofe property and moll: dear life 
A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a coward ? * 
Who calls me villain, breaks my jTate a-crofs. 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Twcalw mc by th' nofe, gives ms the \yc VxV \Xwc>^Vv 
G 5 K*^ 
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As deep as to the lungs ? who docs me this ? 

Yet 1 fhould take it for it cannot be. 

But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall 

To make oppreffion bitter ; or, ere thi«, 

I fliould have fatted all the region kites 

With this flave's ofFal. Bloody, bawdy villain ! 

Remorfelefs, treacherous, letcherous, kindlefs villain / 

Why, what an afs am I ? -this is moft brave. 

That I, the fon of a dear father murder'd. 

Prompted to my revenge by heav'n and hell, 

Muft, like a whore, unpack my heart with words. 

And fall a curfing like a very drab (i6) 

A cullion, fy upon't ! foh ! — about, my brain !— — 

IVe heard, that guilty creatures, at a play. 

Have by the very cunning of the fcene 

Been ftruck fo to the foul, that prefently 

They have proclaim'd their malefadions. 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will fpeak 

With moft miraculous organ. I'll have thefe players ' 

Play fbmething like the murder of my father, 

Before mine uncle. Pll obferve his looks ; 

1*11 tent him to the quick ; if he but blench, 

I know my courfe. This fpirit, that I have (een. 

May be the devil ; and the devil hath power 

T* aifume a pleafing fhape ; yea, and, perhaps^ 

Out of my weaknefs and my melancholy, 

(As he is very potent with I'uch fpirits) 

Abufes me to damn me. Pll have grounds 

More relative than this : The play's the thing. 

Wherein I'll catch the confcience of the King. [Exit^ 

( 1 6) Andfal! a curjing Ilhe a 'very Drah ■ 

^Stallion- ] But why a Stallion ? The two oW TM^ 

have it, a Sculbon : but that too is wrong- 1 atn perfuaded, Sbaki^. 
fpeart wrote as I have refbrmed the I'cxt j a CuJlioa, i. e. a /lupid, 
n^-^rileh, faint-hearted, whitc-UvetM Fellow i one good for nothing^ 
kut cuiiing and talking big. ^ 



K^'^ 
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\>^ 

ACT III. 

S C E N E, 7%^ P A L A c E. 

Emer Kingy ^ueen^ Polonius, Ophelia, Rofincrantz, 
Guildenftern, and Lords. 

King. 

AN D can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confu£on. 
Grating fo harfhly all his days of quiet, 
With turbulent and dang'rous lunacy ? 

Rof. He does confefs, he feels himfelf diftradled ; 
But from what caufe he will by no means fpeak. 

GuiL Nor do we find him forward to be founded j 
But with a crafty madnefs keeps aloof, 
When we would bring him on to fome confeflion 
Of his true ftate. 

^ueen* Did he receive you well ? 

Rof, Moft like a gentleman. 

Guil. But with much forcing of his difpofition. 

Rof. Niggard of queftion, but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

^een. Did you ailay him to any paftime ? 

Rof, Madam, it fo fell out, that certain players 
We o'er-took on the way ; of thefe we told him ; 
And there did feem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : they are about the court ; 
And .(as I think) they have already order 
This flight to play before him. 

Pol.' 'Tis moft true : 
And he befeech'd me to intreat your Majefties 
To hear and fee the matter. 

King, With all my heart, and it dothm\icl\^QTvX.^TL\.'ta.'i 
To hear him fo inclined. 
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Good gentlemen, give him a further edge. 
And drive his purpofc into thcfe delights. 

/?<?/ We (hdl, my Lord. [Exem 

King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too ; 
For we have clofely f^nt for Hamlet hither. 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 
Affront Ophelia, Her father, and myfelf. 
Will fo beftow ourfelves, that, feeing, unfeen. 
We may of their encounter frankly judge ; 
And gather by him, as he is behaved,. 
If 't be th' affliftion of his love, or no. 
That thus he fufFers for. 

^een. I fhall obey you : 
And for my part, Ophelia, I do wifli, 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlet^ s wildnefs ! So fhall I hope, your virtaes 
May bring him to his wonted way again 
To both your honours. . 

Oph, Madam, I wifh it may. [Exit Queer 

Pel, dphelia, walk you here. — Gracious, fo pleafe y< 
We will bcflow ourfelves— Read on this book ; 
That fhew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Your lonelinefs. We're oft to jplamein this, 
^ ris too much prov*d, that with devotion's vifage. 
And pious adion, we do fugar o'er 
The devil himfelf. 

Ki?7g, Oh, 'tis too true. 
How fmart a lalh that fptech doth give my confcience 

The harlot's check, beau tied with plaiftiing art. 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it. 
Than is my deed xo ray moft painted word. 
Oh heavy burden 1 
PoL I hear him coming ; let's withdraw, my Lord 

[Exeunt' all hut Opheli? 

Enter Hamlet. 

N^fpi, To be, or not to be ? that is the qucftion.— 
Whether 'lia nobler \i\ iVic min^, t<5 ^>aS^\ 
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The flings ai^d arrows of outrageous fortune ; 

Or to take arms againft a fea of troubles, 

And by oppofing end them ? — to die, — to ikep ■ >, ■ 

No more; and by a fleep, to fay, we end 

The heart-ache, and the thoufand natural ihocks 

That flefh is heir to ; 'tis a confnmmation 

Devoutly to be wifli'd. To die to ileep-<-^ 

To fleep ? perchance,, to dream j ay, there's the rul>— 

For in that fleep of death what dreams may come. 

When we have fliuffled off this mortal coil, 

Muft give us paufe.—— There's the refpeft. 

That makes calamity of fo long life. 

For who would bear the whips and fcorns of time, 

Th' oppreflbr's wrong, the proud man's contumeJy, . 

The pang of defpis'd love, the law's delay. 

The infolence of office, and the fpurns 

That patient merit of th' unworthy takes ; 

When he himfelf might his ^ietus make 

With a bare bodkin f who would fardles bear. 

To groan and fweat under a weary life ? 

But that the dread of fomething after death, 

fThat undifcover'd country, from whofe bourne 

Na traveller returns) puzzles the will ; 

And makes us rather bear thofe ills we have. 

Than fly to others that we know not of. 

Thus confcience does make cowards of us all : 

And thus the native hue of refolution 

Is ficklied o'er with the pale caft of thought; 

And enterprizes of -great pith, and moment. 

With this regard their currents turn awry. 

And lofe the name of aftion— Soft you, now ! 

[Seeing Ophelia^ 
The fair Ophelia ? Nymph, in thy orifons 
Be all my flns rcmembred. 

Oph, Good my Lord, 
How does your honour for this many a day ? 
. Ham, I humbly thank you, well; 

Oph, My Lord, I have remembrances of yours. 
That I have longed long to re-delivir, 
lprayyc9, nov/ xcQtiYt them. 
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Ham, No, I never gave you aught. 

Opb, My honour 'd Lord, you know right well« you di 
And with them words of fo fweet breath compos'd. 
As made the things more rich : that perfume loSt, 
Take thefe again ; for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 
There, my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha ! are you honeil ? 

OpL My Lord 

' Ham, Are you fair ? 

Oph. What means your Lordfhip ? 

Ham, That if you be honeft and fair, you fhould a 
mit no difcourfe to your beauty. 

Oph. Could beauty, my Lord, have better commer 
than with honefty ? 

Ham, Ay, truly ; for the power of beauty will foon 
transform honefly from what it is, to a bawd 5 than t 
force of honefty can tranilate beauty into its likene: 
This was fometime a parodox, but now the time gin 
it proof.— I did love you once. 

Opb, Indeed, my Lord, you made me believe fo. 

Ham. You fhould not have believed me. For virti 
cannot fo inoculate our old flock, but we ihall reliih 
it. I lov'd you not. 

OpJl?. I was the more deceived. 

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery. Why wQpIdft thou 1 
a breeder of finners ? I am ray^JK iiidifferent honef 
but yet I could accuf^i^ j6f ^t^lings, that it we 
better, my mother had'not! borne me. I am very prou- 
revengeful, ambitious, with more offences at my bed 
than I have thou|;hts to put them in, imagination to gh 
them fliape, or time to ad them in. What Ihould Sic 
fellows, as I, do crawling between heaven and earth 
we are arrant knaves, believe none of us ■ Go tl 
ways to a nunnexy Where's your father ? 

Opb, At home, my Lord, 
t Ham, Lejt the doors be fhut upon him, tjiat he ms 
play the fool no where but in*s own houfe. Farewel. 

O/A Oh help .him, you fweet heav'ns ! 
-A^. I/* thou doft marry, TW ^ivt x^t^ \!tft& ^^X^i^u^ ft 
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thy dowry. Be thou as chafte as ice, as pure as fnow, 
thou {halt not efcape calumny. — Get thee to a nunnery, 

farewel Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a 

fool J for wife men know well enough, what monftcrs 
you make of them - To a nunnery, go — and quickly 
too: farewel. 

Opb. Hcav'nly powers, reft ore him ! 

Ham, I have heard of your painting too, well enough : 
God has given you one face, and you make yourfelves 
another. You jig, you amble, and you lifp, and nick- 
name God's creatures, and make your wantonnefs your 
ignorance. Go to, V\\ no more on't, it hath made me 
mad; I fay, we will have no more marriages. Thofe 
that are married already, all but one, fhall live ; the 
reft Ihall keep as they are. To a nunnery, go. 

[Exit Hamlet. 

Oph. Oh, what a noble mind is here overthrown ! 
The courtier's, foldier's, fcholar's; eye, tongue, fword ! 
Th' expeftancy and rofe of the fair ftate. 
The glafs of fafhion, and the mould of form, 
Th' obferv'd of all obfervers, quite, quite down ! 
J am of ladies moft dejedl and wretched. 
That fuck'd the honey of his mufick vows : 
Now fee that noble and moft fov'reign reafon, 
Like fweet bells jangled out of tune, and harfh ; 
That unmatched form, and feature of blown youth, 
Blafted with ecftafy. Oh, woe is me ! 
T' have feen what I have fcen ; fee what I fee. 

Enter King and Polonius. 

King. Love ! his aiFedlions do not that way tend. 
Nor what he fpake, tho' it lack'd form a little. 
Was not like madnefs. Something's in his foul. 
O'er which his melancholy fits on brood ; 
And, I do doubt, the hatch and the difclofe 
Will be fome danger, v/hich, how to prevent, 
r have in quick determination 
Thus fct it down. He (hall with fpeed to England^ 
For the demand of our negleded tribute -. 
HapJ^f th€ feas and coantries diffexetit. 
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With variable objefts, fhall expel 
This fomething-fettled matter 'in his heart; 
Whereon his brains flill beating, puts him thus 
From fafhion of himfelf. What think you on't ? 

PoL It fhall do well. But yet do I believe. 
The origin and commencement of this grief 
Sprung from neglefted love. How now, Ophelia?- 
You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet faid. 

We heard it all. My Lord, do as you pleafe ; 

[Exit Opheli 
But if you hold it fit, after the play 
Let his QMcen-mother all alone intreat him 
To fhew his griefs; let her be round with him l 
And I'll be placed, fo pleafe you, in the ear 
Of all their conf'rence. 1£ (he find him not,. 
To England fend him ; or confine him, where 
Your wifdom beft fhall think. 

King, It fhall be fo : 
Madnefs in great ones muft not unwatch'd go. [Exem 

Enter Hamlet, and tinjo or three of the Players, 

Ham. Speak the fpeech, I pray you ; as I pronounc' 
it to you, trippingly on the tongue. But if you mout 
it, as many of our players do, I had as lieve, the towi 
crier had fpoke my lines. And do not faw the air tc 
much with your hand thus ; but ufe all gently ; for i 
the very torrent, tempefl:, and, as I may fay, whirl-win 
of your paflion, you mull acquire and beget a temperanc 
that may give it fmoothnefs. . Oh, it offends me to tl: 
foul, to hear a robuftious periwig-pated fellow tear a pa 
fion to tatters, to very rags, to fplit the ears of ti 
groundlings : who (for the moll part) are capable < 
nothing, but inexplicable dumb Ihews, and noife : 
could have fuch a fellow whipt for o'er-doing Terms 
gant ; it out-herods Herod, Pray you, avoid it. 

Play, 1 warrant your honour. 

Ham, Be not too tame neither ; but let your own. di: 
cretion be your tutor. Suit the aftion to the word, th 
word to the a&ion, with tVAa ^T^tcSsX ^fetN^syat, ths 
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vou o'cr-ftep not the modefty of nature ; for any thing 
ib overdone is from the purpofe of playing; whofe end, 
both at the firft and now ; was and is, to hold as *twere 
the mirror up to nature; to ihew virtue her own fea- 
ture, fcorn her own image, and the very age and body 
of the time, his form andprcffure. Now this over-done, 
or come tardy of, tho' it make the unfltilful kugh, can- 
not but make the judicious grieve: the cenfure of which, 
one muft in your allowance o*er-weigh a whole theatre 
of others. Oh, there be players that I have feen play, 
and heard others praife, and that highly, (not to fpeak it 
prophancly) that neither having the accent of chriftian,. 
nor the gait of chrifilan, pagan, nor man, have fo ftrut* ^ . 
ted and bcllow'd, that I have thought Tome of nature's 
journey-men had made men, and not made th^m well; 
they imitated humanity fo abominablv. 

Play, I hope, we have reformed that indiiFcrentlywith 05, 
Ham> Oh, reform it altogether. And let thofe, that 
play your clown*, fpeak no more than is fet down for. 
them : For there be of them that will themfelves laugh, 
to fet on fome quantity of barren fpcftators to laugh toe; 
though, in the mean time, fome ncceffary qucftion of 
the Play be then to be confidered : That's villainous ;, 
and fhews a moil pitiful ambition in the fool that ofes it. 
Go make you ready. [Exeunt Players* . 

Enter Polonius, Rofincrantz, and Quildenilem. 

How now,my Lord; will the King hear tliis pieceof work? 

PoL And the Queen too, and that presently » 

Ham, Bid the Players make hafte. [Sxit Poloniu8«. 
Will you two help to haflen them? 

Both. We will, my Lord. [Exeunt^. 

Ham, What, ho, Horatio!' , 

Enter Horatio to Hamlfet. 

Hor. Here, fweet Lord, at your fervice. 
Ham, Horatioy thou art e'en as juft a maii^. 
As e'er my converfsLtion cop'd wu\\a\* 
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Hor. Oh my dear Lord,- 



Ham, Nay, do not think, I flatter : 
For what advancement may I hope from thee. 
That no revenue haft, but thy good fpirits. 
To feed and cloath thee ? Should the poor be flatt 
No, kt the candied tongue lick abfurd pomp. 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee. 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Doft thou hcs 
Since my dear foul was miftrefs of her choice. 
And could of men diftinguiih, her eleftion 
Hath feal'd thee for herfelf. For thou haft been 
As one, in fuffering all, that fuffers nothing : 
A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards 
liaft taVn with equal thanks. And bleft are thof 
Whofc blood and judgment are fo well cominglcd 
That they are not a. pipe for fortune's finger, 
To ibuna what ftop ftie pleafe. Give me that ms 
That 18 not pafHon's flave, and I will wear him 
In my heart's core : ay, in my heart of heart, 
As I do thee.— Something too much of this.— 
There is a-play to night before the King, 
One Scene of it comes near the circumftance. 
Which I have told thee, of my father's death. 
I pr'ythee, when thou feeft that adl a-foot, 
Ev'n with the very comment of thy foul 
Obferve mine uncle : if his occult guilt 
Do not itfelf unkennel in one fpeech, 
It is a damned ghoft that we have feen : 
And my imaginations are as foul (17) 
As FttIcaH*s fmithy. Give himiieedful note; 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face ; 
And, after, we will both our judgments joioj 
In cenfure of his Teeming. 
H(jr, Well, my Lord. 



(17) And my Jmagir.aticm are as foul, 

A% Vulcan'i Stithy.] I have ventured againft the Au 
of all the C(^ic% to fubftitutc 5w/>^j»here. I have given my f 
afreddy in a N^ote on,*2Voi/uj» lo V4Yi\<:\i, lot "fttvivxy^ Cic 
leave to refer the Reader?. 
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If he fteal aught, the whilft this Play is playing. 
And Tcape deteding, I will pay the theft. 

Efiur Kingi ^een, Polonio^, Ophelia, Rofincrant?;, 
Guildenftern, and other Lords atteudanty luifh ajguard 
carrying torches, Danifh March. Sound ajhurijh. 

Ham. They're coming to the Play ; I muft be idle. 
Get you a place. 

King. How fares our coufin Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent, i'faith, of the camelion's difh : I eat 
the air, promife-cramm'd : you cannot feed capons fo. 

King. I having nothing witn this anfwer, //««/?/; thefe 
words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine.— -Now, my Lord ; youplay'd 
once i'th' univerfity, you fay ? [To Polonius. 

PoL That I did, my Lord, and wai accoanted a good 
aftor. 

Ham. And what did you ena£i ? 

PoL I did cnR€t7tt/ius Ca/ar, I was kilPd i'th' Ca- 
pitol: ^r»/tfi kill'd me. 

Ham. It was a brate part of him, to kill fo capital 
a calf there. Be the players ready f 

Rof. Ay, my Lord, they ftay upon your patience, 

^en. Come hither, my dear Hamlet^ fit by me. ^ 

Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more attradiTe* 

Pol. Oh, ho, do you mark that ? 

Ham. Lady, fliall I He in your lap ? 

{Lying doiv?: at Ophelia'/ fiet, 

Oph. No, my Lord. 

Ham. I mean, my Head upon your lap ? 

Oph. Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. Do ^ou think, I meant country matters ? 

Oph. I think nothing, my Lord. 

jfitow.That's a fair thought, to He between a maid's legs, 

Oph. What is, my Lord ! 

Ham. Nothing. 
. Oph. You are merry, my Lord, 

Ham. Who, 1? 
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Oph. Ah, my Lord. 

Ham, Oh God! your only jig-mak< 
. a man do, but be merry ? For, look yoi 
my mother looks, and my father dy'd 
hours. 

Oph, Nay, 'tis, twice two months, : 

Ham. So long ? nr.y, then let the E 
for ril hare a fuit of fables. Oh h 
months ago, and not forgotten yet ! th< 
great man*s memory may out-live his 
but, by'r lady, he muft build churches 1 
he.fufFer not thinking on, with the hoi 
ifc epitaph is, For ohy for oh, the hchby-ho 

Hautboy i play. The dumb Jhei. 

(18) Enter a Duke and Dutche/sy ivii 
*very lo'vingly ; the Dutchefs embracing 
She kneels ; he takes her upy and dec! 
her neck% he lays him donjon upon a ba 
feeing him afUepy leagues him. Anon 
takes off" his Cro^vn, kiffes ity and p 
Duke*s earsy and Exit* The DutcJ>eJ. 
Duke dead, and makes pajionafe acti 
nvith fome t-xvo or three mules, co^nes 
to lament ^th her. The dead body 
The poifoner ivoes the Dulchcjs ixiik 
loth and unwilling a luhi/e, but in. 
love. 



(18) Eftter a King artd Queen v^fry Icvin^ 
Wundering and inadvertent Editors all along 
Dlrecrion, though we are exprefly told by /i 
Story of this introduced Interlude is the Mur( 
of VicrtKO' The Source of this Miftake is c: 
for, from the Stage's dreffin^ the Charadlers. iv. 
ftrft ordered by the Poet for the DwA^and Du 
Players, who did not ftridlly obferve the ^^a 
Circumflances of the Story, mlftock *em for a 1 
ia the Error was deduced down fiorii ther..ce to t 
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X)fiif. What means this, my Lord ? 

Ham. Marry, this is miching MaHchc; it means 
mifchief. 

Opb. Belike, this (how imports the argument of the 
play? 

Enter Prologue, 

Ham, We fliall know by this fellow : the players 
cannot keep coaniel ; they'll tell all. 

Opb, Will he tell us,, what this (how meant ? 

Ham. Ay, or any (how that you'll (hew him. Be not 
you alhamed to (hew, he*ll not (hame to tell you what 
it means. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught, I'll mark the 
play. 

. Pr^l. For us, and for our tragedy. 

Here ftooping to your clemency, 
' ^^ beg your bearing patiently^ 

Ham, Is this a prologue, or the poefy of a ring ? 
Oph. 'Tis brief, my Lord. 
ham. As woman's love. 

Enter Duke, and Dutchefs, Flitters, 

Duke. Full thirty times hath Pbeebus* carr gone round 
Neptune'* s fait, wafli, and Tellus^ orbed ground ; 
And thirty dozen moons with borrowed (been 
About the world have time twelve thirties been^ 
Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands. 
Unite commutual, in moil facred bands. 

Dutcb, So many journeys may the fun and moon 
Make us again count o'er, ere love be done. 
But woe is me, you are fo (ick of late. 
So far from cheer and from your former (late. 
That I diftruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 
Difcomfort you, my Lord, it nothing mufl : 
For women fear too much, ev'n as lILej \o\q^ 
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And womens' fear and love hold quantity ; 

'Tis either none, or in extremity. 

Now, what my love Is, proof hath made yon know 

And as my love, is iiz'd, my fear is fo. (19} 

Where love is great, the fmalleft doubts are fear ; 

Where little fears grow great, gregt love grows ther 

DuJ^e* 'Faith, I muft leave thee, love, and ihortly ta 
My operant powers their fun^ions leave to do. 
And thou (halt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd ; and, haply, one as kind 
For hufband fhalt thou 

Duuh. Oh, confound the reft ! 
Such love mufl needs be treafon in my breafl : 
In fecond hufband let me be accurft ! 
None wed the fecond, but who kill the firft. 

Hatn. Wormwood, wormwood !— 

Dutch, The inftances, that fecond marriage move. 
Are bafe refpedls of thrift, but none of love. 
A fecond time I kilt my hu(band dead, 
Wl^ien fecond hufband kiffes me in bed. 

Buke. I do believe, you think what now you fpeal 
But what we do determine, oft we break j 
Purpofe is but the flave to memory. 
Of violent birth, but poor validity : 
Which now, like fruits unripe, flicks on the tree. 
But fall unfhaken, when they mellow be. 
IVIoil neceifary 'tis, that we forget 
To pay ourfelves what to onrfelves k debt : 

(19) ^nd as my Love is fix'd, piy Fear is fo. J Mr. Pope fays, 
read/2iV.- and, indeed, I do fo : becaufe, I obfcrve, tbe Slgm 
of 1605 reads, ^'^'<^i ^^^^ ^f i^i^ "^/ i ^he Foiio in j6^z,Jb 
and that in 1623, jf^V; and becaufe, befides, tbe wbole Tenc 
of the Context demands this Reading : For the Lady evidently 
talking here of the Quantity and Proportion of her Love and Fea 
not of their Continuance, Duration, or Stability, Ckopatra expref 
her felf much in the fame manner, with regard to bcr Grief for t 
Lois of Antony, 

.....0i/r Size of Sorrow , 

J'ropoTtion*d fo our Cau(e, mufi ki «t great 

.jfi that which makes it% 
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What to ourfelves in paffion we propofe, 

The paffion ending, doth the purpofe lofe ; 

The violence of either grief or joy. 

Their own enactors with themfelves deftroy. 

Where joy moft revels, grief doth mo ft lament ; 

Grief joys, joy grieves, on {lender accident. 

This world is not for aye ; nor *tis not ftrange, 

That ev'n our loves fhould with our fortunes change. 

For 'tis a queftion left us yet to prove. 

Whether love leads fortune, or ielfe fortune love. 

The great man down, you mark, his fav'rite flies ; 

The poor advanc-d, makes friends of enenaies. 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend. 

For who not needs, Ihall never lack a friend ; 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Dire6tly 'feafons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun. 

Our wills and fates do fo contrary run. 

That our devices ftill are overthrown ; 

Onr thoughts arc ours, their ends none of our own. 

Think ftill, thou wilt no fecond huft)and wed ; 

But die thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead. 

'Dutchi Nor earth to give me food, nor heaven light. 
Sport and repofe lock from me, day and night ! 
To defperation turn my truft and hope ! 
An anchor's cheer in prifon be my fcope ! 
Each oppofite, that blanks the face of joy. 
Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy ! 
Both here, and hence, purfue me lafting ftrife ! 
Jf, once a widow, ever I be wife. 

Ham. If (he fhould break it now-^— 

Duke. *Tis deeply fworn ; fweet, leave me here a while; 
My i^irits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleep. [^Sleeps. 

Dutch. Sleep rock thy brain, 
Axid never come miichance between us twain ! [£jf/V. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 

iS^ueen. The lady protefts too much, methinks* 

Ham* Oh, but Ae'iJ keep 1 it w jrd. 
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King. Have you heard the argamenty is there no 
ofFence in't ? 

Ham, No, no, they do but jeft, poifbn in jeft, no 
offence i'th' world. 

King. What do you call the play ? 

Ham. The Moufe-Trap ;— ^ — Marry, how ? tropi- 
cally. This play is the image of a murder done in 
Vienna ; Gonzago is the Duke's name, his wife's Baf* 
tijla ; you (hall fee anon, 'tis a knaviih piece of work ; 
but what o' that ? your Majefty, and we that have free 
fouls, it touches us not; let the gall'd jade winch, our 
withers arc unrung. 

^niir Lucjaniis. ^ 

This is one Lucianusy nephew to the Duke^ 

Oph, You are as good as a chorus, m^ Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret between you and your love, if 
I could fee the puppets dallying. 

Oph. You are keen, my Lord, you are keen. 

ham. It would coA you a groaning to take off nfty ' 
■edge. 

Oph. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you miftake your hufbands* . ^ 

Begin, murderer. — Leave thy damnable faces, and beginJI 
Come, the croaking raven doth bellow for revenge. 

Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time 
agreeing ; 
Confederate ieafon,^ and no creature feeing : ',\ 

Thou mixture rsnk, of mid^night weeds colleAed> • 
With Hecate^s ban thrice blafted, thrice infedled. 
Thy natural magick, and dire property. 
On wholfome life ufurp immediately. 

[Pours the poifon imto hh emrs% 

Ham. He poifons him i'th' garden for's eftate ; his 
name's Gonzago ; the flory is extant, and writ in choice 
Italian. You ihall fee anon how the murderer gets the 
love of Gonzago' s wife. 

0/>h. The King rifes. 

I/ana. What, frigh^dvAxS^f^&fistl 
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^een^ How fares my Lord ? 

Pol. Give o'er the Plaj\ 

Kimg. Give me fome lieht. Away ! 

AIL Lights, lights, lights ! [ExtmiU 

Manent Hamlet anJ Horatio. 

Ham. Why, let the fbucken deer go weep. 
The hart ungalled play ; 
Fpr (bme moft watch, whilft fome maft deep ; 

So runs the world away. 
Would not this. Sir, and a foreil of Feathers, (if the 
reft of my fortunes torn Turk with me) with two pro- 
vincial rofes on my rayed Ihoes, get me a fellowfliip ia< 
a cry of Players, Sir f 
Hot. Half aihare. 
Ham. A whole one, L 
** For thou doft know, oh Dmnon dear» 

« This realm diibiantled was 
'' Of yovi himfelf, and now reigns here 
" A very, very, — (20) Paddock* 

(ao} A nmy 'vety Peacock.] The old Copies htve it PaUici, 
Mmtttitfp and Pajocit. . I fubftitute P^ldock, at neareft to the Traces 
of the compted Reading. I have, as Mr. Pope fays, been willing 
to fabftitute any Thing in the place of his Peacock* He thinks a 
Fable illaded to, of the Birds chafing a King; inftead of the EagUp 
a Pgaaek. I Aippofe, he muft mean the Fable of BarUndus, ia 
which it is faid, the-JBirds being weary of their State of Anaichyy 
jBOV-'d fiir the fetting up of a King : and the Peaeoek wu deded on 
iicconiit of his gay Featheis* But, with Submiilion, in this Paflags 
of oar Sbakefpegrti there is not the lead mention made of the E^U 
ia Antithefis to the Peacock j and it muft be by a very uncommoa 
FifBie, that Jnm himfelf ftands in the place of his Bird, I thinks 
Bmdii is fctting his Father*s and Uncle*s Charaden in. Contraft 
to each other : and means to fay, that by his Father*! Death the 
State waa firippM of a godlike Monarch, and that now in his Stead 
reigo*^ tbe sioft defpicable poifonous Animal that could be : a meec 
Paddtekf or ToaJ, PAD, bufoy rubeta major i a toad. This Wor^ 
I take to be of Hamlet*s own fubilituting. The Verfes, repeated^ 
feem to be from fome old Ballad ; in which, Rhyme being n$ceflary« 
I doubt not but the laft Verfe rsm thus; 

Av^, very,' A6» 

Vol. VIIL h H»r\ 
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iior, Yott might have rhym'd. 
Ham. Oh» ^ooA Horatio, V\\ take the Ghoft^ft 19< 
for a thoufand pounds. Didft perceive ? 
Hor, Very well, my Lord. 
Ham, Upon the talk of the poifoning f 
Hot. I did very well note hun. 

Enter Rofincrantz and Guildenftern* 

Ham. Oh, ha ! come, fome muiick : Come, the 
corders. 
For if the Kine like not the comedy ; 
Why, then, bdike, he likes it not, perdy. 
Come, fome mafick. 

Guil. Good my Lord, vouchfafe me a word with 3 

Ham. Sir, a whole hiftory. 

GuiL The King, Sir 

Ham, Ay, Sir, what of him ? 

GuiL Is, in his retirement, marvellous diftemper' 

Ham, With drink. Sir ? 

Ouil, No, my Lord, with choler. 

Ham, Your wifdom ihould fhew itfelf more rich 
fignify this to his Dodlor : for, for me to put hin 
his purgation, would, perhaps, plunge him into i 
choler. 

' GuiL Good my Lord, put your difcourfe into i 
frame, and dart not fo wildly from my affair. 

Ham. I am tame. Sir ; — pronounce. 

GviL The Queen your mother, in moft great affli( 
of fpirit, hath fent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

GuiL Nay, good my Lord, this Courtcfy is n< 
the right Breed. If it (hall pleafe you to make i 
wholefome anfwer, I will do your mother's comm 
ment ; if not, your pardon, and my return fliall be 
end of my buiinefsJ 

Ham, Sir, I cannot. 

GuiL What, my Lord ? 

ffam. Make you a wVioVctom^ ^ltvC^w •. m"Y wit*8 
eas*d. But, Sir, fucVi aniwcr «i% \ t^ las^^* >jws. 



I^ A M L E T, Pnnce of Deiimark. 171 



tommand ; or,- rather, as you {ay^ my mother ■■■»■■ 
ilieitfore no more but to the matter ■ ■ my mother^ 
ypofay . 

* iof. Then thus ihe fays ; your behaviour hath ftruck 
jber into amazement, and admiration* 

Ham, Oh w.onderful Ton, that can fo aftonifli a mou- 
ther! But is there no fequel at the heels of this mother's 
admiration ? 

hf. She dedrcs to fpeak with you in her dofet, ere 
70a go to bed. 

Ham. We fliall obey, were flie ten times our mother. 
Have you any further trade with as ? 

Rof, My Lord, you once did love me. 
- Ham. So I do ftill, by thefe pickers and ilealers. 

Rof, Good my Lord, what is your caufe of diflemper ? 
you do, furely, bar the door of your own liberty, if 
yoa deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham, Sir, I lack advancement. 

Rof, How can that be, when you have the voice of 
the King himfelf, for your fucceilion in Denmark P 

Ham. Ay, but while the grafs grewi-^ike Proverb 13 
fomething muily. 

Enter fine, *witb a Recorder* 

Oh, the Recorders ; let me fee one. To withdraw with 
you—— why do you go about to recover the wind o£' 
me, as if you would drive me into a toile ? 

Guil, Oh my Lord, if my duty be too bold, my lovo 
is too unmannerly. 

Ham, I do not well underfland that. Will you play 
upon this pipe ? 

GuiU My Lord, I cannot. 

Uam. I pray you. 

CuiL Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham, I do befeech you. 

CuiL 1 know no touch of it, my Lord. 

Ham, 'Tis as eafy as lying ; govern tiirfe vttiU^^ 
vith your fingers dad thumb, givQ it brtaXV ?lVCla. '^^wc 
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flioatli, and it will difcourfe moft elo'^tient mafic 
Lt)ok you, thefe are the itops. 

Gut/. Bux thefe cannot I command to any utteran 
rfhannony ; I have not the fkill. ^ 

Ham, Why, look you now, how unworthy a thii 
you make ot me; you would play upon me, you wou 
ieem to know my flops ; you would pluck out the hea 
of my myftery : you would found me from my low< 
rote, to the top of my compafs ; and there is much m 
iick, excellent voices in this little organ, yet cannot y« 
make it fpeak. Why, do you think, that I am eaA 
to be pday'd on than a pipe ? call me what infinune 
yofi will, though you can fret me, you caxmot fl 
npon rnc. ^— — — God blefs you. Sir. 

Sntir PolonittJ* 

Pel. My Lord, the Queen would /peak with yon, a 
prefently. 

fUm. Do you fee ybnder cloud, diat's dmoft in (ha 
of a Camel? 

Pol. By the mafi, and it's like a CameJ, indeed. 

JJam. Methinks,. it is like an OuzU, 

Pol. It is black like an Ouzle. 

Ham. Or, like a Wiale? 

Pol. Very like a fTBdle. 

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and by 
they fool me to the top of my bent.— I will come 
&nd by. 

Pol. I will fay fo.^ 

Ham. By and by is eafily (aid. Leave me, friend 

*Ti8 now the very witching time of night. 

When church-vards yawn, and hell itfelf breathes o 

Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blo< 

i^nd do fuch bitter bufinefs as the day 

Would quake to look on. Soft, now to my mothei 

O bean, lofe-not ihy nature ; \e\ tiot evtc 

The Soul of Nero enter thw &tm\M3fom\ 
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Let me be crueli not unnatural ; 

I ii^tt ifpeak daggers to her» but ufe Aone. 

My tongue and k>ul in this be hypocrites i 

HoW in toy words foever ihe be ment. 

To give them. feaU never my foul co|^nt! [Exk, 

; ■ Efittr King^ Kofincrantz, and Guildcnftem, 

JG^. I lilce him not, nor dands it fafe with us 

(To^et hri'madnefs range. Therefore, prepare you; 
lyon^Commiflion will forthwith difpatch, 
Aiid^he to England ihall along with you. 
(Tlieterms of our eflate may not endure (21] 
Haa^d fo hear us,, as doth hourly grow 
. Out of his Lunes. ^ 
Guild. We will provide ourfelves i 
iMoft holy and religions fear it is. 
To keep thofe many, many, bodies fafe. 
That liye and feed upon your Majefly. 

&/. The fingle and peculiar life is boitnd, 
lYith all the itrength and armour of the mind, 
I Toltee^ itfelf from noyance; bat much mof^» 
That fpirit, on whofe weal depends and refiii 
The lives of many. The ceale of Majefly 
Dies not alone, but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What's near it with it. It's a maily wheel 
Fixt on the fummit of the higheft mount, 

(a I) Tbi Terms of our Eft ate may mt endure 
Haxard fo near us, as doth kourly grow 
Out of bis Lunacies. 
Guil. l^e will provide ourselves. 
The old ^arto\ read, Out of Lis Bro^va. This wtlt -AlfQi 

the rgnorance of the firft Editors ; as is this unnece/Tiu-y AlexandHnt^ 
which, we owe to the Players. The Poet, I am peiiuaded, wrote, 
— — — — as doth hourly grow 
Out of his Limes, 
i. e. htf Madaefs, Freany. So our Poet, before, ia his JFiater^n 
fak. 

Thefe doMgetms, atijafe Lunes Vth" King .'•*—»• ^j2bre«i *iHW|. 
Be mufiia toidofit, &c, 

II ? '^•^ 
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To whofe huge (pokes ten thoufand leiTer things ; 
Are mortiz'd and adjoin 'd; which, when it falls, I 
Each fmall annexment, petty confequcnce. 
Attends the boift'rous ruin. Ne'er alone 
Did the King figh ; but with a general groan". 

King, Arm. you, I pray you, to this fpccdy voyage; 
For we will fetters put upon this fear. 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

Bfttb* We will hafte us. [Exenfii Getitkmtn* 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol, My Lord, he's going to his motlier's clofet; , 
Behind the arras 1*11 convey myfelf 
To hear the procefs. I'll warrant, ll.e'll tax him home* 
And, as you faid, and wifely \v?xs it faid, 
'Tis meet, thut feme more aiidiijnce than a mother 
(Since natvire makes them partial,) (hould o'er-heur 
The fpeech, of vantage. Fare you well, my Lidgc; 
1*11 calFlipon you ere you go to bed. 
And tell you what I know. [ExiU 

King, Thanks, dear my Lord. 
Oh ! my ofience is rank, it fmells to heav'n. 
It hath the primal, eldefl, curfc upon't; (22) 
^bat ofz, brother's murder. Pray 1 cannot, 
Though inclination be as iliarp as will ; , 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrdng intent : \ 

And, like a man to doublp bufinefs bound, 
I Hand in paufe where 1 ftiail firft begin. 
And both negleft. What if this curfed hand 

(12) Jt hath the primal t elded ^ Curfe rtpont : 
A hotbtr^s Murder—'^Fray J cofntot,] The laft Verfe, *tis evidentj 
halts in the Meafiirc j and, if I don't miftake, is a little lame ji 
the Scnfe too. Was a brother*s Murder the cldeft Cwr/rf Surely 
it was rather the Crime, that was the Caufe of this eldeft Curfi 
We have no AiTiflance, however, either to the Sei^fe or NumMi 
from any of the Copies. I have venturM at two Supplemental Syl 

JabJeSj ai innocent- in them&Wcs ^% acceflkry to the Purpofes fb 

wAicA t/ie/ are introduced: 

Thttof ahrotbcri MurdtTK'^-^ 
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ere thicker than itfelf with brother's blood ? 

there not rain enough in the fweet heav'ns 

A wafh it white as fnow ? whereto ferves Mercy, 

It to confront the vifage of ofibnce ? 

id what's in prayer, but this two-fold force, 

be fore-flailed ere we come to fall, 

r pardon'd being down ? then I'll look up ; 

[y fault is paft. But oh, what form of prayer 

an ferve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder !— 

Iiat cannot be, fince I am ftill poiTeil 

|^tho^e effeds for which I did. the murder, 

[y Crown, mine own Ambition, and my Queen. 

hy one be pardon'd, and retain th' offence ? 

a the corrupted currents of this world, 

^ce's eilded hand may (hove by juftice ; 

mi oft 'tis feen, the wicked prize itfelf 

«ys out the law ; but 'tis not fo above : 

"here, is no fbufEling ; there, the a£Uon lies 

a his true nature, and we ourfelves compell'd, 

•v'o to the teeth and forehead of our faalts, ^ 

'0 give in evidence. What then ? what reftsl 

]ry, what repentance can : What can it npt ? 

'et what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

^h wretched date ! oh bofom, black as death ! 




firings of ftcci, 
e foft as finews of the new-bofn babe ! 
11 may be well. [7v&^ King rehires and hnHls^- 

Enter Hamlet. 

Earn. Now might I do it pat, now he is prayings 
nd now I'll do't— and fo he goes to hcav.*n.— — 
ad fo am I reveng'd ? that would be faimn'd y 
villain kills my father, and for that 
his fole fon, do this fame villain fend | 

o heav'n— Q, this is hire and falatYi tiox. tt^fo^^* ^ 
^e^ookmy father grofly, fuU of bx^aA, ^ ^ 

H ^ ^^ 
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With all his crimes btoad blown, as flufh as May; 

And how his audit Hands, who knows, fave heaven 2' 

Bat in our circumftance and courfe of thought} 

'Tis heavy with him. Am I then revenged, \ 

To take him in the purging of his foul. 

When he is fit and feafon'd for his paffa^e ? 

Up, fword, and know thou a more horrid bent ; (23) 

When he is drunk, afleep, or in his rage,, ; 

Or in th' inceiluous pleafure of his bed ; 

At gaming, fwearing, or about fomc aft 

That has no relilh o? falvation in't ; 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heav'n ; 

And that his foul may be as damn'd and black 

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother Hays ; 

This phyfick but prolongs thy fickly days, [Bxii. 

The King rifes, and comes forward* 

King. My words fly up, my thonehts remain below; 
Wordsi without thoughts, never to neaven go. \Exiu 

SCENE changes to the ^een*s Apartment. 

Enter Queen and Polonius. 

■Pftf.TTE will comeftraight; Iof>k, you lay heme to him; . 
Xx '^^^^ ^i°^' h^s pranks have been too broad to. 
bear with ; 
And that your Grace hath fcreen'd, and flood between 
Much heat and him. Til filence me e'en here ; • 
pray you, be round with hinl. 

(23) Up, SworJj and knciv tbou a iw^r^ i&cr/i/ Time.}- Thi»-ii • 
fopbiAicated Reading, warranted by none of the Cupies of any An^, 
thority. Mr. Pspt Eys, I read conjc£luraIIy j 

a more torrid Bent. 
I do fo ; and why ? the two oldeft ^»to*9, as well ai the two el- 
der Fo/id*B, read ; -*— a more horrid Hent. But, as there it no fuch 
JSfTgSA Subftantive, it feetns very natural to conclude, that, witji^ 
the ChMnge of a nnglc Letter, out ^uvViot*^ ^eiluine Word wai^ 
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Ham. [<within,} Mother, Mother^ Mather,——* 
^en. I'll warrant you, (ear mo not. 
Wimdraw, I hear him comings 

[Polonias biJf^ him/eilf b^Ufut tJ^ Afrm. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham» Now, mother, what's the matter ? 

^ueen, Hamlet, thou hafl thy father much ofFendtd. 

Ham. Mother, you have my ^ther much offendedi.- 

^een. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongn^. 

Ham. Go, go, you queftion with a wicked tongue. 

^ee/t. Why, how now, Hamlet? 

Ham. What's the matter now ? 

^een. Have you forgot me f 

Ham. No, by the rood, not fo ; 
You are the Queen, your huiband's brother's wife. 
But, 'would you were not fo ! — Y^u are my mother. 

^uee/t. Nay, then I'll fet thofe to you that can fppaji^k 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you down ; you ihaDL not 
budge : 
Yon go not, 'till I fet you up a glafs 
Where you may fee the inmofl part of you. 

^een. What wilt thou do ? thou wilt not murder me? 
Help, ho. 

Pel. What ho, help, [Bebind the Arrat. 

Ham. How now, a rat ? dead for a ducat, dead. 

[Hamlet kills Polonias* 

Pel. Oh, I am ilain. 

^ueen. Oh me, what haft thou done f 

Ham. Nay, I know not : is ij: the King ? 

^een. Oh, what a rafh ajud bloody deeid is this ! 

Mam. A bloody deed ; almoft as bad, good mother, 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

^wen. AskillaKipg? 

Ham. Ay, lady, 'twas my v/ord. 
Thou wjetched, raih, intruding fool, farewel, 

[7*0 PoloDiuft* 
I took theff for thy. betters ; take thy foitunt \ 
Ttou £nd% tQbctoo b^{Y9 is fomc danger. 
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Leave wringing of your hands ; peace, fit you'd 
And let me wring your heart, for fo I ihall, 
ilf it be made of penetrable ftufF: 
If damned cnilom have not braz'd it lo. 
That it is proof and bulwark againd fenfe. 
. %fttr.*What have I done,^ that thou dar'fl \vj 

tongue 
Iq Qoife (6 rude againft me ? 

Ham, Such an afl. 
That blurs the grace and blufti of modefty ^ 
Calla v}rtne hypocrite ; takes off the rofe 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
And iets a blifter there ; makes marriage- vows. 
As falfe as dicers' oaths. Oh, fuch a deed, 
As from the body of Contraftion plucks 
The. very foul, and fweet Religion makes 
A rhapfody of words. Heav'n^s face doih glow 
Yea, tnis folidity and compound mafs, 
With triftful vifage, as againft the doom, 
is thought- fick at the a6l. 

^een. Ay me ! what a£l. 
That roars fo loud, and thunders in the index? 

Bam. Look here upon this pidlure, and en th 
The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers : 
See, what a grace was feated on this brow | 
Hyperion^ s curls ; the front of Jb-^'e hirafelf ; 
Aa eye, like Mars^ to threaten or command ;. - 
A ftation, like the herald Mercury 
New-lighted on a heaven-kiffing hill ; 
A combination, and a form incited. 
Where every God did feem to fet his feal. 
To give the world aflurance of a man. 
This w/w your hufb and, — Look you now, what fo 
Here // your huiband, like a mildcw'd ear^ 
Blaftiug his wholefome brother. Have you eyes 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed. 
And batten on this moor? ha! have you eycs^? 
Yon cannot call it Love ; for, at your age, 
TAc hey-day in the blood is xmcic, \x^% VwwnvVitev 
.And waits ugon the judgTsvenx-, wi^^V^\^^^ 
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Would ftep from this to this ? Scnfe, fure, you have, (24) 

Etfe could you not have motion : but, fure, that fcnfe 

Is apoplex'd :- for madnefs would not errj 

Nor fcnfe to ecflacy was ne'er fo thrall'd> 

But it referv'd fome quantity of choice 

To ferve in fuch a difference. What devil was% 

.That thus has cozen'd you at hoodman blind? 

%cs without feeling, feeling without light, 

^8 without hands or eyes, fmelliogySnu all, 

Or but a fickly part of one true fcnfe 

^ould not fo mope.— -i 

P ihame ! where is thy blufh ? rebellious hell, 

^ thou can£k mutthy in a matron's bones, 

^o flamine youth let virtue be as wax. 

And melt m her own fire. Proclaim no /l^anie. 

When the compulfive ardour gives th« charge ; 

Since froft itfelf as actively doth bam. 

And Reafon panders WilL 

^uten. O Hamlet 9 fpeak no more. 
Thou turn'ft mine eyes into my very foul. 

And there I fee fuch black and grained ijpots. 

As will not leave their dnft. ■ 
Ham. Nayr but to live 

I0 die rank fweatof an inceftuous bed, 

Stew'd in ccuruption, honying and making love 

Oyer the nafty fty ;— 
Siueen. Oh, Ibeak no move; 

Thefe words like daggers enter in mine ean. 

No more, fweet Hamm. 

Ham, A murderer, and a villain ! — ■ 
A fiave, that is not twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord. A Vice of Kings ; » ■ ■ ■ 
A cotpune of the Empire and the Rule,. 

(24) Stn/ff fure, you bavtr &c.] Mr. Pcpe ha> left ont the'. 
I^iiitity ol about eight Verrei here,^ which I have taken eare to re-; 
place. They are not, indeed, to be found in the two elder Folitis,. 
but they carry the Style, Exprefflon, and Caft of Thought, pcculfar 
to our Author} and that they were not an Interpolation Ctom. ^^- 
«ther Hand needs no better Pioof^ than t]i:^U ^"i «k.\sw»^ ^ca; 
midc/l ^ar/as,. 
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That from a flielf the preciQus Diadem ilole 
And put it in his pocket. 
^e/t. No more. 

Enfer Ghoft, 

H$m* A Kine of fhreds and patches-— «— 
Save me 1 and hover lo'er me with your winga, 

[Starting uf. 
Yon heav'nly guards I what would your gracious figure I 

Sluetn. Alas, he's mad-— *• 

Ham. Do yon not come your taidy fon to chide» 
That, laps'd- in dme and paffion, let's go by 
Th' important asking of your dread command ? 
Ofay! 

Qbpft. Do not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy ^moH blunted purpose. 
But, look ! amazement on th^ mother fits ; 
O ilep between her and her mghting (bul : 
Conceit in weakeft bodies ftrongeft works. 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham, How i% it with you, Lady ? 

^UH, Alas, how is't with you ? 
That thus you bend your eye on vacancy, 
And with th' incorporal air do hold difcoorfe I 
Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peep. 
And, as the fleeping foldiers in th' alarm. 
Your bedded hairs, like hfe in excrements^ 
Startup, and iUmd on end. O gentle £)n, n : 
Upon the heat and flame of thy diflemper . 

Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Ham. On him ! on him ! — look you, how pale he glaresl 
His f&rm and canfe coDJO(in'd, preaching to ftoncs. 
Would make them capable. Do not look on me. 
Left with this piteous aftion you convert 
My Sern effeAs ; then what I have to do, 
Will want true colour ; tears, perchance, for blood. 

9ueen. To whom do you fpcak this ? 

Am». Do you fee notning there ? [PcJnfing to the Gb. 

i^tfiim. Nothing at all ; -^et vxU, ih^tis» ffcc. 
Mun. Nordidyouuothiu£Yv^w^ , . 
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^een. No, nothing but ourfelyes. 

Ham, Why, look you there ! look, how it fleals away J 
My father in his habit as he Uv'd ! 
Look, where he goc^ ev'n now, out at the portal. 

[Bxit Ghofi. 

^en. This is the very coinage of your brain, 
This bodilefs creation ecflafy 
h very cunning in. 

Ham. Whatccftafy? 
My pulfe, as yours, doth temperately keep time^ 
And makes as healthful mufick. 'Tis not madneft 
That I have utter'd ; bring me to the teft. 
And I the mattef< will re-word ; which madnefs 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace. 
Lay not that flattering andHon to yoor foul. 
That not your trefpafs, but my madnefs, fpeaks : ' 
It will but ikia and film the ulcerous place $ 
Whilft rank corruption, mining all within. 
Infers unieen. Confefs yourfelf to heav'n ; 
Repent what's paft, avoid what is to come ; 
And do not fpread the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this ny virtue $ 
For, in the fetnefs of thefe perfy times, 
Virtue itfelf of vice muft pardon beg. 
Yea, curb, and wooe, for leave to do it good. 

^een. Oh Hamlet! thou hafl cleft my heart in twaift» 

Ham, O, throw away the worfer part of it» 
And live the pbrer with the other half. 
Good night) bot go not to mine uncle's bed : 
A flume a virtue, if you have it not. 
That monfier coftom, who all fenfe doth eat (25) 

oi 

(25} TbMt Monftir eujlom, wh aB Senfi dotb eafj ' 

CflhAii't Dc\il, is Angtl yrt in tbhy ■ ' 

That H tbi UJe •f AB'fm jfair and gvcd 
S He likewije itiHs m Frock or Lhveryy t 

V Tkat a^lj is put •».} This PalTage is left oat in tbc 

XfWO ckkr/WSfo'i: It » certainly corrupt, and the PU^cr^ d\4 \V^<t 
1|Ucreet part to kiikt what thoy did boi viTNd«Tl!^2ktv^. HOkVw' \ I>v«i\ 
cauittJy tuvA from fome conceited Tam^tt^t Hi>3Kk \\Mt*V^>x> ^^i^Vfi* 
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Of habits evil, is angel yet in this ; 

That to the ufc of aoions fair and good 

He likewife gives a frock, or livery. 

That aptly is pat on : Refrain to-night ; 

And that (hall lend a kind of eaiineis 

To the next abftinence ; the next, siore eftfy ; 

For ufe can almod change the (lamp of Nature, 

And maft^r ev'n the Devil, or throw him out 

With wondrous potency. Once more, good night ! 

And when yoi^k are defij'oas to be bleft, 

ril Bkfiog beg of you. — For this fame Iiord, 

[Pointing t§ Folonivs, 
I do repent : but heav'n hath pleas'd it lio. 
To pi^niih me with this, dnd this with me, 
That I muft be their fcourge and minifter. 
I will beilew him, and -will anfwer well 
The death I gave him ; fo, again, good night I 
I mufl be cruel, only to be kind ; 
Thus bad begins, and worfe remains behind. 

^een. What ihall I do ? 

Hofn. Not this by no means, that I bid you do. 
Let the fond King tempt you again to bed ; 
Pinch wanton on your check ; call yoo hia moafe ; 
And let him, for a pair of reechy kiffes. 
Or padlihg in your neck with his damnM fingers, 
Mase you to ravel all this matter cut^ 
That I eflfentially am not in madnefs. 
But mad in craft. 'Twere good, you let him know.^ 
For who that's but a Queen> fair, fober, wife. 
Would from a paddock, from a bat, a eibbe, 
Such dear concernings hide ? who would do fo ? 
No, in defpight of ienfe and fecreiy, 



thought it vas nccefTary, in QontnA to Angel The Emendttion oi 
the Text I owe to the Sagacity of Dr. Tbirlby, 
Ti>at Monfur euji^my who all Senfe doth etU 
OiT Habits evil, is Angel, Sec, 
i. e. Cu/foDi, which bjr inuring us to ill Habits, makes us lo(e the 
apprehetifion of their being teaW^ iW,. %t u^\Vj mW x«.cQacile ui to 
tbcprsCtice of gQod Adiona. 
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Unpeg the batket on the houfe's top, 
Let the birds fly, and, like the famous ape. 
To try conclufions, in the ba&et creep ; 
And break your own neck down. 

^een. Be thou aflur'd, if words be made of breathy 
And breath of Life, I hav& tio life to bictthe 
What thou Kail faid to me. 

Ham. I mud to England, you know that/ 

^een. Alack, I had fbreot ; 'tis (b coitcluded on. 

Ham. There's lettei-s feal'd, and my two fchool-fcUows, 
(Whom I will truft, as I will adders fang'd ;) 
They bear the mandate ; they muft fweep my way. 
And mar/hal me to knavery : let it work.- m 
For 'tis the fport, to have the engineer 
•Hoift with his own petard : and't (hall go hard. 
But I will delve one yard below their mines. 
And blow them at the moon. O, 'tis moil fwee^ - 
When in one line two crafts direftly meet ! 
This man (hall fet me packing ;■ ■ 
I'll lug the guts into the neighbour room ^ 
Mother, good-night. — Indeed, this Counfellof 
Is now moft ftill, mod feeret, and moft grave^ 
Who was in life a fooKfh prating knave. 
Come, Sir, to draw toward an end with you*. 
Goodnight, mother. 

[Exit Hamlet, tugging in Polonius^ 






K^;:.' 



i84 Ham L B T, Prince of Denmark. 

X-^XK<+X'fX+X+X-hX+X+X+X--h 

A C T IV. 

SCENE, A Royal j^artment. 

EnUt Kin£ and Sueen^ with Rofincrantz, and 
Guildenf^ern. 

King. 

There's matter in thefe iighs; theTe profound 
heaves . 
You muft tranflate; 'tjs fit, we, underftand them. 
Where is your ,fon ? 
^jfttH* Bellow this plage oa us a little while. 

[To Rof. and Guild, 'wbo go eta. 
Ah, my good Lord, what have I feen to-night i 
king. What, Gertrude ? How does Hamlet ^ 
^een. Madas the {ba$, and windj when both contend 
Which is the mightier ; in his lawlefs fit. 
Behind the arra$ he^ripg fom^ing ^ir. 
He whips hb rapier out, and cries, a nul 
And, in this brainifh appreheniion, kills 
The unfeen good old ihan. 

King, O heavy deed ! 
It had been To with us, had we been there : 
His liberty is full of threats to all. 
To you yourfelf, to us, to 'every one. 
Alas ! how ihall this bloody deed be anfwerM ? 
It will be laid to us, whole providence 
Should have kept (h'ort, reftrain'd, and out of IiauB% 
This mad young man. But fo much was oor love. 
We would not underfland what was moft fit; 
But, like the ov/ner of a foul ^\k^k^ 
To keep it from divulging, let it (tt^ 
Ev*n oa the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 
.^/«ar. To draw apart the body YkC YvaxVl V\\Vd, 
O'er whom his very madnefe, \iVct fo«^^ Qte 
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Among a mineral of metals bafe. 

Shews itielf pure. He weeps for what is done. 

King. O Gertrude^ come away : 
The fun no fooner (hall the mountains touch. 
But we will fhip him hence ; and this vile deed 
We mull, with all our Majefty and Skill, 
Both countenance and excufe. Ho ! Giiilderi/!ern:t 

J?«/^Rofincrant2 /zWGirildenftcrn, 

Friends both, go join you with fome further aid : 
Hamlet in madnefs hath Pelonius ilain. 
And from his mother's clofet hath he drag'd him. 
Go feck him out, fpeak fair, and bring the body 
Into tlie chapel. Pray yoa, hafte in this. 

[Exe. Rof. and GmL 
Corne^ Gertrude f we'll call op oar wifefi frieadi, (26) 

And 



4p^.(itrtx^^.Wl^n call tipi^ wffi Frtk»d$y 
And la them knno both what fta WMMM t§ dh 
And mthaCt untmdy dove. 
Whofe Whifper o>r the WofId?f Diairetcr, 
As levpl as ih« .Cannon to his blank, 
Tranfpoits iti poifofi'd Shot, may nnifs our Namf, 
And hit the woun<Hers Air.— — 0, €enis^away\\ 
Mr. Fopt takes notice, that / rtpiaci fome Verfts that were imptrftd^ 
[andy tbo' of a modern Date,feem to he genuine ; ) hy trfittitig two Words* 
But to fee, what an accurate Und Jaithful Collator hc-i«T I produced 
Ibcfc Verfes in my Shakkspeai e refiorti^ fronp s S^uar^o Edition of . 
Hindet printed in 1637, tnd,haf pened to fay, that they had not the 
Authority of any earlier. Dati: in PnMy that I knew of,' than that 
^a^9. Upon the Strength of thie Mr. Pppe <y)mes and calls tho 
Lines mo4ern, tho* they are m \ht SJiuarto % of 1605 and 161 1> whicb 
1 \\M not then fecn, but both of which Mr. Pope pretends to have 
collated. iTiie Verfes carry the very Stamp of Sbahtfptart upon 
them. The Coin^ indeed, has been dipt frem our firA receiving 
it; but it is not (b dimininied, (^yt that with a fmail A^fVance we 
may hope to make k paf$ cur/ent. >ye have not, *ti5 true, fo much 
as the Footftepk,' or Traces, of a corrupted Reading, to lead us to an 
Emendation I not any means of 'refbring \thit ttVo(V> Wt'C'c^ii^^^:.- 
turc. J ^of far from affirming, ^erefo|«» xYva*. 1 V^VJt V*^*^ ^^ 
/%«rfV rvry Words j but the Supplement tt tttdk W lii^ %C«cv^«^^^ 
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And let them know both what we mean to do. 

And what's untimely done. For, haply, Slander 

(Whofe whifper o'er the world's diameter, *]'j 

As level as the cannon to his blank, 

Tranfpofts its poifon'd fhot j) may mifs our Name^ 

And hit the woundlefs air. — O, come away ; 

A4y ibul is full of difcord and difmay. [Exeunt, 



Enter Hamlet. 



Ham, Safely flowed. - 



Gentlemen woithin. HatnUt / Lord Hatnlet / 
Ham, What noifc ? who calls on Hamlet? 
Oh, here they come. 

£/r/^r Rofincrantz, «;/</ Guildenftern. 

M.ef. What have you done, my Lordi with the dead 
body ? 

Ham, Compounded it with duft, whereto 'tis kin. 

Rcf. Tell us where 'tis, that we m&y take it thience. 
And bear it to the chapel. 

Ham, Do not believe it. 

Rof, Believe what ? 

Ham. That I can keep your counfel, and not mine 
own. "^^{1^^%^ to be demanded of a fpungc, what re- 
plication fhould be made by the fbn ot a King ? 

Rof, Take you me for a fpunge, my Lord ? 

Ham, Ay, Sir, that fokes Up the King's countenance, 
his rewards, his authorities ; but fuch ofRcers do the 
King beft fervice in the end ; he keeps them« like an 
apple, in the <:orner of his jaw j firft mouth'd, to be 

naturally feems to demand. The Poet has the (kme Thougfati 
CMcerjiiag the diflfurivc pow Vs of Slander in another of hii'^'yc. 

Nof Vfi Slander ; 
Wlffe Edge hjharper than the Svford, nvhofe Tengut 
Out-venotms alLlbe H^orms of" Nile, wbcji breath 
Rides on the poftin^; Wmds, uad ^q>\\&. ^d'^ 
Ail Comen of the W«;\d. Ofub^GHiLt. 
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laft fwallow'd : when he needs what you have gleanMy 
$t is but fqueezing you, and> fpunge, you fhall be dry 
again. 

Rof, I underftand you not, my Lord. 

Hofn. I am glad of it ; a knaviih fpeech fleeps in a 
foolifh ear. 

Ro/, My Lord, you muft tell us where the body isl- 
and go with us to the King. 

Ham, The body is with the King, but the King is 
not with the body. The King is a thing ■ ■ 

GuiL A thing, my Lord ? 

Nam, Of nothing : bring me to him; hide fox, suad 

all after. [Exeu/tt, 

Enter King, p 

King* I've fent to feek him> and to find the body ; 
How dang'rous is it, that this man goes Joofe ! 
Yet muft not we put the ftrong law on him 5 ' . 
He's lov'd of th'e diftrafted multitude, 
Who like not in their judgment, but their tyt% : 
And where !tis fo, th' oifcnder^s fcourge is w€igb'd» 
But never the o^ence. To bear all fmooth, 
This fudden fending him away muft fecm 
Doliberfete paufe : difeafes, defp'rate grown, 
By defperate appliance are rdicv'd* 
Or not at all. . : . 

£/tffr Rofincrantz. 

How now ? what hath befalPn ? \ ■ 

' Rof, Where the dead body is beftow'd, my Lord, 

We cannot get from him. . - : - 

King, But where is he ? 

^e/I Without,my Ldrd, guarded to know yonrpleafdre^ 

Ki7ig, Bring him before us. 

Rof, Ho, Gutldenfttrn ! bring in my IrOr^f 

EnHr Hamlet t and Guildenftent.: 



King, Now, Hamlefi whicre's Pofottius f 
Ham. At fupp'er. , . 
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KtMg, At flipper? where? 

Hmn. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten ; a 
certain convocation of politique worms are e'en at him* 
Yonr w^rm is (your only Emperor for diet. We fat all 
fKAtnret fdfe'to- ^t ns^. and we fat ourfelves for ma^;) 
gots. Yoig: fiit King and your lean beggar is but varii^ 
able feryiee^t tMro dimes but to one table; that^s the end<i 

King. Alas, alas! , f^ 

Ham. Aimanrmay fifh with the worm that hath eat 
of a King, eat of the fifh that hath fed of that worm: 

King, What doft thou mean by this ) I 

. Ham. Nothing, but to fhew you how a King may go 
a progrefs through the guts pfa beggar. , .^ 

King. Where is P^knhts?^ 

Ham* In hcav'n, fend thitlier to fee. If your mcA 
fenger find him not there, ieek him i'th' other place 
yourfelf» But, indeed, if you find him not within this 
month, you fhallnotfe him as you go op the ftaxn into 
the lobby. 

King. Go feek him there. 

Ham. He will flay 'till ye come. 

King. Hamht^ this deM, for thine efpecial ia^ty> 
(Which ive do tender, as we dearly grieve ' 

For that which thoa haft done) muft fend thee nenice 
With fiery quicknefs ; therefore prepare thyfelf ; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
Th' afTociates tend, and evxtf thing ili bent 
For England. ^ 

Ham. For England? ** ' ^ 

King. Ay, Hamlet. 

Hxim, Oood. 

King. So is it, if thou knew'H Ofurpttrpofet. 

£^. I. fee a> Cherub, tluit fees them ; but come, for 
England I farewel, dear mother. 

King. TJIy loving father, Hmiit. 

Ham. My mother < father and mother is man and 

wife ; man and wiib is one flefh^ and, fo, ny mother* 

Come, for England. . [Eicjt. 

Jz/^^.FoMow bim »t foot; temptlusB^mtSxC^t^dadoard; 
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Delay it not, I'll have him hence to-i$iglit. ^ 
Away, for every thing is feal'd and done 1 

That clfc leans on th* affair; pray-you, nuke h8fi€r;~ 

Ani, England^ if my love thon hold^ft«at.Aiigiit, 
As my great power diereof may give thee fenie^' ' 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danijb fword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us ; thou may'ft not coldly fet 
Our fovereign pfocefs,. which imports at nill» 
By letters congrning to that effed, 
The prefent death of Hamlet, Do it, England: 
For like.the hedick in XRy blood he rages. 
And thou muft cure me ; 'till Ikliow 'tis done,. 
How-e'er my haps, my joys will ne'er begin. \Exit^ 
I .1 ' • . . 

SCENE A Camp^ tH the F^oniiirs of 
Denmark. 

ifUir Fortinbr^s, '^th im Artm^ 

Fsr, ^^ O, Cap^i^y from me^ greet the Dantjh King» 
Vjr Tell him, that, by. Us licence* F$rtinhras 

Claims the conveyance of a»proini^'d march 

Over his realm. You know thr cendese^ous. 

If that his Majefty wa^M aught with us. 

We ihall exprefs our duty in his eye. 

And let him kno^ fo. . "* 

Cap. I will do't, my Lord. , 

For, Go foftly on. [Exit Fortinbras, ivitb the Jrmf 

Enter H«nlct,' Rbfiflciant^* Guiliieniltern> tSc. \ 

Ham, Good Sir, whofefp^CHversart^ thefe? ^ 
C«//. They are of Narua^, Sbt. : 
Ham* Hpw pur9Q^'49 Sir,, iifiray^ycta ^' 
k Caft'. Agfinft fomet pait of P.daid. : 
" Ham. Who commands them. Sir ? ^ ' 

Caft, \T]^9 ,T^t^^w, .o^iol4 Nftmntij ; ..I«rtinhr otv 
Ifaa»: Goes it againft the mLain ot Poland, ^\t. 
Or for fome frontier f 
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Copt. TvAy to fpctk it, and with no additioa, 
Wc go to ^aio a little patch of ground, 
That hbth in it no profit but the name. 
To pay five dacats— five, I would not farm it j 
^ Nor will it yield to Norway y or" the Pole^ 
A ranker rate, ihould it be fold in fee. 

Ham. Why, then the Po/acA never will defend it. 

Caft. Yes, 'tis already garrifon'd. 

Ham.Two thoufand fouls, and twenty thoufand ducats, 
Will not debate the quedion of this firaw ; 
This is th' impofthume of much wealth and peace. 
That inward breaks, and (hews no caufe without 
Why the man dies. I humbly thank you. Sir. - • 

Ctf//. God b'w'ye. Sir. 

J^ojf. Wiirt plej^e you go, my Lord ? 

Ham. ril be with you ftrait, go a little before. 

[Exeunt. 

Manet Hamlet. 

How all occafions do inform againil me, 

And fpur my dull revenge ? what is a man, 

If his chief good and market of his time 

Be but to ileep and feed ? a beaft, no more. 

Sure, he that made us with fuch large difcourfe^ 

Looking before and after, gave us not 

That capability and god-like reafon 

To ruft in us unus'd. Now whether it be 

Beftial oblivion, or fome craven fcruple 

Of thinking too precifely on th' event, 

(A thought, which, quarter'd, hath but one part wiidomi 

And ever three parts coward :) I do not know 

Why yet I live to fay this thing's to do ; 

Sith 1 have caufe, and will, and ilrength, and means 

To do't. Examples, grofs as earth, exhort me ; 

Witnefs this army of fuch mafs and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

\Vho(c fpirit, with divine ambition pufr. 

Makes mouths at the invi^VAe cvtii\.\ 

Expodng what is moital a.iv^ vxt^^mx^ 
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To all that fortune, death, and danger dare, 

Ev'n for an eg§-ihcll. 'Tis not to btf great. 

Never to ftir without great argument ; 

But greatly to find quarrel in a ftraw. 

When honour's at the Hake. How ihmd I then. 

That have a father kiirj, a mother ftain'd, 

(Excitements of my reafon and my blood) 

And let all fleep ?' while to my (hame, I fee 

The imminent death of twenty thoufand men ; 

That for ar€antafy and trick of fame 

Go to theix graves like beds ; fight for a plot. 

Whereon the numbers cannot try the cauf^^ 

WJiich is not tomb enough and continent 

To hide the (lain ? O, then, from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. [Exit, 

SCENE changes to a Palace. 
Enter ^etiy Horatio, and a Gentleman^ 

^en. T Will not fpeak with her. 

X Gent. She is importunate. 
Indeed, diflraft ; her mood will needs be pitied. 

^een. What would fhe have ? 

Gent. She fpeaks much of her father ; fays, fhe hears. 
There's tricks i'th' world ; and hems, and beats her heart; 
Spurns envioufly it flraws ; fpeaks things in doubt. 
That carry but half fenfe ; her fpeech is nothing, 
Yet the unihaped ufe of it doth move 
The hearers to colleftion ; they aim at it. 
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ; 
Which as her winks, and nods, and geftures yield them. 
Indeed, would make one think, there might be thought ; 
Tho' nothing fure, yet much unhappily. 

/ftf.'Twere good fhe were fpoken wi th,for fhe may flrow 
Dangerous conjedlures in ill-breeding qiinds. 
Let her come in.— — 

^/rar. To my fick foul, as fiiv's lTueik.;\X.\rt^ vi> 



vfZ HahOsX t. Prince of Denmark. 

Each toy iecms prologue to fome great >aini(s $ - 
So full of artlefs j«loufy is guilt. 
It fpiUs itfelf, in fearing to be fpilt. 

Eautr Ophelia, tltftraaed. 

Opb. where is the beauteous Majefty of Denmark f 
^en. How BOW, Ophelia ? 

Oph. HeuoJheMJyettr true le^e hunvfrtm mnotber.emf 
£j his cockk hat andftafj and bisfamMjkwm. 

{Siagiag. 
^een, Alas, fweet lady ; what imports this foag I 
Oph. Say you ? n^y, pray you, mark. 

ik^s dead ttnd geue^ laefyt be is dead and ^ne ; 
Ai his head a grafs-green turfy at his heels aftne. 

Enter King, 

^neen. Nay, but Ophelia^-"^ 
Oph.' Vmy you^ mark. 

JFhite Idsfbrottd as the meutaain fntmn* 

^en, Alas, look here, my Lord. 

Oph. Larded all ivith Jkveet Jh*w0rs : 
Which henjoept t& the grave did go 
With true hve/howers. 

King, How do ye, pretty lady ? 

Oph. Well, God yield you ! they fay, the owrwis 
a baker's daughter. Lord, we know what we are, bfit 
know not what we may be. God be at your table I 

King. Conceit upon her father, 

Oph, Pray, let us have no words of this ; but when 
they a(k you what it means, fay you this : 
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'^o-morrtyw is St, Valentine'/ day, all in the mem hetime^ 
^fid I a maid at your ciwinrfoqw, to ht jour Valentine. 
9^Aen up he rofe, and doi^ d hi s cloatbs , and, 4u^t tfce OaanAttt Imt \ 
Ze/ in the mcud^ that o«f a «iaia www detoruA more. 
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King. ?retty Of Mia / 

Ofb, Indeed, without an oath> Fll make an end on*t* 

By GiSf cmd iiy S. Charity^ 

Alack^ and fy for Jhame ! 
2'outtg men njuilldo^ty if they com to* t^ 

By cock J they are to blame. ' .^ 

^uothy?e, hefwre you tumhled,m^ 

You promised me to tved : 
So fwoidd I bfi^ done^ by yonder Jk^^ 

^nd then Jbadft not come to my Mm 

fSiM* How long has fhe been, thus ?^ 
Ofb. I hope, all will be well. We vlnft W patieioi ; 
It I cannot chufe but weep, to think, they fhould lay 
m i'th' cold ground ; my brother ihall know of it) and 
I thank you for your good counfel. (^omci mj^coacl^ 
od night, ladies ; good night, fweet ladies ; good 
ght, good night. ^ [Exit. 

King. Follow her clofe, give her good watch, I pray you ; 

[£^/> Horatio, 
lis is the poifon of deep grief; it fprings 
1 from her father's death. O Gertrud^Certrud^! 
hen forrows come, they come not fingVlpies, 
!t in battalions, Firft, her father flain ; 
Jxt your Son gone, and he moft violent author 
'his own juft remove ; the people muddied, 
lick and unwholefome in their thoughts ani whifpcrs, 
r good Polonius* death ; (We've done but greenly, 
private to interr him;) poor Ophelia^ 
vided from herfelf, and ner fair judgment; ^ » 

i^ithout the which we're piAures, or mere beafts :)[ 
ift, and as much containing as all thefe, 
;r brother is in fecret come from France : 
eds on this wonder, keeps himfelf in clouds, 
id wants not buzzers to infedk his ear 
ith peftilent fpeeches of his father's death j 
herein neceffity, of matter beggar'd, 
ill nothing ftick our perfons to artaictv 
ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, uvis, 
:e to a znurdcring piece, in mauv tiVac^i^ 
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Gives me fupcrfluous death ! ^ [A uoifi iwtiin. 
^uieL Alack ! what noiie is this ? 

Enter a MeJ/enger. 

King, Where are my Suuitzers ^ le t them guard the door. 
What is the matter ? ^ 

Mef, Save yourfelf, my Lord. 
The ocean, over-peering of his lift, 
Eats not -the flats with more impetuous hafte. 
Than young Laertes^ in a riotous head, 
O'er-bears your officers ; the rabble call him Lord ; 
And as the world were now but to begin. 
Antiquity forgot, cuftom not known. 
The ratifiers and props of every Ward; (zj) 
They cry, " Chufe we Laertes for our Kmg." 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the Clouds \ 
•* Laertes fhall be King, Laertes King !'* 

^een. How chearfully on the falfe trail they cry! 
Oh, this is counter, you falfe Danijh dogs. 

\Noife 'within. 

Enter Laertes, ivith a Party at the Door* ^ 

King. The doors are broke. i 

Laer, Where is this King ? Sirs ! (land you afi without. 

JIL No, let's come in. 

(27) The Ratijurs and Profs i,f e-ury Word ;] The whole Ttnoer 
of the Context is fuflicicnt 10 (hew, thr.t this i% a ni^akiii Reading. 
What can Antiquity -lind Cuftonr), being the Fropi of JVor^i^ hive 
to do with the Bufinefs in hand ? Or what Idea is conveyed by it? 
Certainly, the Poet wrote j 

l!be hai'.f-r^ end Props ofcvry Ward \ 

The Mcflengcr is complaining, that the riotoua Head liad over-borne 
the Ring's Oflicets, and then fubjoins, that. A|)tiquity and CuAcmb 
yrere forgot, which were the Ratifiers and .f^aopi of every J^Sir^ 
j. e. of every one of thofe Securities that fTafure and Law (lace 
about the PerfoQ of a King. AU tins is i^tional and confequentiaL 

\^.Wmrh»tw. 
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i,aer. I pray you, give mc leave* 

jilL We will, we will. [ExemU, 

Laer, I thank you ; keep th« door. 
O thou vile Kin^, give me my father. 

^een. Calmly, good Laertes, 

Laer. That drop of blood that'« caltn, proclaims tat 
bailard ; 
Cries cuckold to my father; brands the harlot 
Ev'n here, between the trhafle and unfmirch'd brovr 
Of my true mother. 

King. What is the caufe, Laertes^ 
That thy Rebellion looks fo giant-fike? 
Let him eo, Gertrude ; do not fear oar perfbn : / 

There's iuch divinity doth hedge a King, 
That treafon can but peep to what it would, 
Adls little of its will. Tdl mc, Laertes^ 
Why are you thus incens'd ? Let him go, Gertrude* 
Speak, man. 

Laer. Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

^eu. But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his £11. 

Lair. How came he dead ? I'll not be jnggled with : 
T\> hell, allegiance i vows, to the blackeft devil ! 
Confdence ^nd grace, to the profoundeil pit X 
I dare damnation ; to this point I Hand, 
That both the worlds I give to negligence. 
Let come, wliat comes i only I'll be reveng'd 
MoH throughly for my father. 

King. Who (hall ftay you ? 

Lair. My will, not all the world ; 
And for my means, I'll hufband them To welU 
They fliall go far with little. 

Kingi Good LaertiSs 
If you defire to know the certainty 
I Of your dear %hcr, is't writ in your revenge, 
^ (That fw^ep-fta^e) you will draw both friend md fj^fj 
Winner and lofer ? 

Lair. None pat his enemies. 
A^sf. Will you know them tten ? 

Is ^^^ 
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Lair. To his jgood friends thns wide I'll ope xnyirBSj 
Andy like the kind life-rend'nag pelican, 
Rcpaft them with my blood. 

King. Why, now you fpeak 
Like a good child, and a true gentleman* 
That I am guiltlefs of your father's death. 
And am moll fenfible in grief for it. 
It Ihall as level to your judgment pierce. 
As day does to your eye. [A noi/e 'within. ** Let he 
come in."] 

Laer. How now, what noife is that ? 

Enter Ophelia, fantaftically drejt njnitb flrarws and 
Jftyivers. 

O heat, dry up my brains ! tears, feven times fait. 

Burn out the fenfe and virtue of mine feye I 

By henv'n, thy madnefs fhaJl be paid with weight, . 

'Till our fcale turn the beam. O rofe of May f 

Dear maid, kind fiRer, fweet Ophelia! 

O heav'ns, is't poffible a young maid's wits 

Should be as mortal as an old man's life ? 

Nature is fine in love ; and, where 'tis fine. 

It fends fome precious inllancc of itfelf 

Alter the thing it loves. 

Oph. They hore him hare-fac^d en the hier^ 
And en his Grwue reigns many a tear ; 
Fare you nvell, my do've ! 

Laer. Hadfl thou thy wits, and didft perfnade revengf 

It could not move thus. -r- 

Oph. You mull ling, down a-down, and you cat 

. him a-down-a. O how the wheel becomes it! it is thi 

falfe lie ward that llole his mailer's daughter. 

Laer. This nothing's more than matter. 

Oph. There's rofemary, that's for remembrance ; pray 

love, remember ; and there's if>^i\fies, that's for thoughts. 

Zaer. A documentiii madiiefe, \.\iQ\k^\& «»,^ wgmodc 

hrance Attcd. 

C 
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Opb, There's fennel for you, and columbines; there's 
rue for you, and here's fome for me. We may call it 
herb of grace o' Sundays : you may wear your rue with 
a difference. There's a daify ; I would give you fome 
violets, but they withered all when my father dy'd : 
they fay^ he made a good end ; 

For hntty Jhveet Robin it all my jcy, 

Laer. Thought, and Affliftion, paffion, hell itfclf. 
She turns to favour, and to prettinefs. 

Oph. J^nd ivill he not come again ? 
And lAjill he not come again ? 
NOf no, he is dead, go to thy death^hed^ 
Hi ne'ver ivill come again* 
His heard wjas as ivhite as fnonu^ 
All flaxen fwas his pole : 
Hi is gone, he is gom, and ave caft aivay mone^ 
Gramercy on his foul! 

And of all chriftian fouls ! God b'w'ye, \_Exit Ophelia» 

Laer, Do you fee this, you Gods ! 

King. Laertes, I muft commune with your grief. 
Or you deny me right : go but a-part, 
Make choice of ^hom your wifeft friends you will. 
And they (hall hear and judge 'twixt you and me j 
f f by dired or by collateral hand 
"They find us touch'd, we will our Kingdom give. 
Our Crown, our life, and all that we call ours. 
To yoa in fatisfaflion. But if not, 
'Be yoa content to lend your patience to u^ ; 
And we fliall jointly laoour with your foul. 
To give it due content. 

Lair. Let this be fo. 
His means of death, his obfcure funeral. 
No trophy, fword, nor hatchment o'er his bones, 
No noble rite, nor formal oftentatiQT\, . 
-Cry to be beards as 'twere from liea.\'iv Xo ^^xJci> 
nat I maA caiJ't in queftion . 

I 3 
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^. So you fhall : * 

where th' offence is, let the great ax fall. 

iy yott, go with me. [Exeunt 

Etitir Horatio, tmth an attendant, 

Hor. What are they, that would fpeak with me ? 
Sernj. Sailors, Sir; they fay, they have letters for vijij 
Hor. Let them come in ^"^ 



do not know from what part of the world ^ 

fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. '' ^"*^''^ 



^S 

Enter Sailors. , .'..: vilv 

i r 111' ro c '^ 

5^/7. God Wefi you, Sir. '' , ;!*'; /s'C"^" ' 

Hor, Let him blefs thee too. . ' ■ ^^' \'_ '' ' ' 

Sail. He (hall, Sir, an't pleafe him.— The/e^s f fette 

Idr you. Sir : It comes from th' ambafTador that wa 

bound for England^ if youx uame b.e HorattQ^ i% 1 in 

let to know it is. 

Horatio reads the letter. 

HOratio, nvhen thou Jhalt ha<vi o^erUok^d' tUdfp gi 
thefe fettoutis fome means to the King: they it 
litters for him. Ere ive wjere two days old atfea, a pii 
of very lAiarlike appointment ga've us chace,. Finding 
jehes tooflcnv of fail, lAje put on a compe-led ^valour, as 
the grappl&X boarded them : on the inftant they .got cle 
our fhipy fo I alone became their prifoner. They hetvi 
nvith nuy like thieves of mercy \ but they fncw *wba 
did: I am to do a good turn for them. Let the Kir^ 
the letters I have fent, and repair thou to me twifth a 
hafle as tkfiu viouldefi fly death, I have vctords to J 
thy ear, avill make thee dumb ; yet are tlfey much t 
for the matter, Thefe good fellovjs vuill bring thee 
am, Rofincrantz and Guildenllern hold their c 
Enghnd. Of them I have much to tell thee, far 
fjf that tlbou knt^e^ thint, 
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Come, I will make you way for thefc your letters ; 

And Jo't the fpcedier, that you may direft me 

To him from whom you brought them. ^ [Exeuntm 

Enter King, and Laertes. ^ 

King. Now muft your confcience my acquittance fealj 
And you mull put me in your heart for friend ; 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear. 
That he, which hath your noble father (lain, 
Porfoed my life. 

Laer. It well appears. But tell me, 
Why you proceeded not againft thefe feats. 
So Giimeful and fo capital in nature. 
As by your fafcty, wifdora, all things elfe^ 
Yoa nifiinlv were ftirr'd up ? 

King, Two fpecial rcafons. 
Which may to you, perhaps, feem much unfincw'd. 
And yet to me are ftrong. The Queen, his mother. 
Lives almoft by his looks ;' and for myfelf, 
(My virtue or my plague, be't either which,) 
She's fo conjundlive to my life and foul, 
That, as the ftar moves not but in his fphere, 
I could not but by her. The other motive. 
Why to a publick count I might not go, 
Is the great love the general gender bear him ; 
Who, dipping all his faults in their afFe^lion, 
Ift^ouIJ, like the fpring that turneth wood to flone, 
^oiivert his gyves to graces. So that my arrows 
Woo nightl)r timbred for fo loud a wind, 
Would have reverted to my bow again^ 
^A^d not where I had aim'd theni. 
'^ XiJfr. Awd fo have I a nobler father lof!,. 
A fiHer driven into defperate terms, 
Whbfc worth, if praifes may go back again-. 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfefiions — But my revenge will come. 

King, Break not your fleeps for that; you muft not thinks 
That we are made of fluff fo ftat atvd ^\A\> 
That wecati let our beard be (hook m\iv ^?ccv^t> 
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And think it paftime. You fhall foon hear more* 
1 lov'd your father, and we love ourfelf. 
And that I hope, will teach you to imagine — — 
How now ? what news ? 

Enter a MeJJenger, 

Me/, Letters, my Lord, from Hamlet, 
Thcfe to Tour Majefty : this to the Queen. 

King, From Hamlet ? who brought them ? 

Mej\ Sailors, my Lord, they fay; I faw them not : . 
They were given me by Claudioy he received them. 

King, Lcicrtesy you Ihall hear them : leave us, all— 

\Exit Af</; 

High and Mighty ^ you Jhall kmonv^ I am fit hmM 
on y^ur Kingdom, To-tnorroiv Jhall I b^ lun$ t9 
fie^our kingly eyes. When I (hall^ (frft ajking your ^fat* 
don thereunto^) recount th* occajlon ofmyfiiddin return* 

Hamlet, 

What Ihould this mean ? are all the reft come back \ 
Or is it fome abufe— — and no fuch tiding ? 

Laer, Know you the hand ? 

King, 'Tis Hamlet' ^ charafter ; 
Naked ; and (in a poftfcript here, he fays) 
Alone : can you advife me ? 

Laer, I'm loft in it, my Lord : but let him come; 
It \Varms the very ficknefs in my heart. 
That I fhall live and tell him to his teeth. 
Thus diddeft thou. 

King, If it be fo, Laertes^ 

As how fhould it be fo ? how, otherwife ?— — 

Will you be ruPd by me ? 

Laer, Ay, fo you'll not o'er-rule roe to a peace. 

King, To thine own peace ; if he be now return'd. 
As liking not his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it ; I will work him 
To an exploit now ripe iiv xn^ device > 
Under the which he (hall ivot cYiufc Wx. ^^ \ 
'^Jid for his death no wind of U^ime ^iV\>ax^^flBft% 
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1 ev'n kis mother fhall uncharge the practice, 

d* call it accident. 

saer. I" will be rul'd, 

e rather, if you could devife it fo, 

at I might be the organ. 

'Cing. It falls right : 

X have been talkt of fince your travel much, 

d that in Hamlet* s hearing, for a quality 

lerein, they fay, you fhine ; your fum of parts 

i not together pluck fuch envy from him, 

did that one, and that in my regard 

the unworthieft fiege. 

'joer. What part is that, my Lord ? 

^ing. A very feather in the cap of youth, 

: needful tbo ; for youth no lefs becomes 

e light. and carelefs livery that it wears, 

an fettled age his fables, and his weeds 

porting health and gravenefs.— Two months fince^ 

re was a gentleman of Normandy ; 

5 feen myfelf, and ferv'd againft the French, 

d they can well on horfe-back ; but this Gallant 

d witchcraft in^t, he grew unto his ftat ; 

d to fuch wondrous doing brought his horfe, 

he had been incorps'd and demy-natur'd 

th the brave beaft ; fo far he topp'd my thought, 

at I in forgery of Ihapes and tricks 

me fliort of what he did, 

Laer, A Norman^ was't ? 

^ing. A Norman, 

laer. Upon my life, Lantond. 

King, The fame. 

laer. I know him well ; he is the brooch, indeed, 

d gem of all the nation. 

King, He made confeffion of you, 

d gave you fuch a mafterly report, 

: art and exercife in your defence ; 

d for your rapier moll cfpecial, 

at he cpy'd out, 'twould be a (vgKx vpide^^, 

one could match you. The fcnmcT% o^ ^€vt Tca.>C\^^t 

ftvqre, hud neither motion, cxxtvtA^ tvo\ ^>f^> / 
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If you oppos'd 'em. — Sir, this report of hit 
Did Hamlet ib envenom with his envy, . 
That he could nothing ^o^ but wiih and beg; 
Your fudden comiag o^6r to play with him.. 
Now out of this 

Laer. What out of this, my Lord? 

King, Laerftff was- your father dear to you ^ 
Cr are foa like the painting ef a fprrow, 
A fidbViihoxn a heart? 

LaerJ^Wkf *iSi you this ? 

King. Not that I think, you did not Iev« yotii: father^, 
^ But that I know, Ibve is begun by time j 
Arfd that I fee in paffage^. oCproof, 
Time qualifie*- the fpark and fire of it ; 
There 'Hves. within the vcpy flame of l6ve 
A kind of wick, or fnuff, that will abate it>^ ' 
And-iiotTiing is at a. like goodnefs ftill; 
FQr, gbodnds,- growiiig to a pleurify, 
pies ih'his own too much ;. what we would do. 
We fhould do- when we would ; for ^i&nvoitlii chang^^s^ 
And nath abatements and delays as many ) 

As thei^eare tongues, are hands, are accidents j 
And thett this ^&«A/ is like a. fpejid-thrift figh. ' 

That hurts by eafipg j but to th' quick o*th' ulce r ! ' ■■> 
Bifmfet copies back ; what would y.ou. undertake ^ 
To fhew yourfelf your father's foh indeed 
More than in words ? 

Laer, To cut his thrdat i?th' church*. 

King, No place, indeed, fhould murder fan dluariie;; 
Sevenge fhould have no bouixds ; but,, good Laertes, 
Will you do this ? keep clofe within your chamber f 
Hfimkty retu/n'd; fliall knpw you are come home: 
We'll put on thofe fhall praife your excejjence, ^ 
And fet a double varAiih on the fame "" ■ 

The Fre?icl?man g^ve you^ bring you in fine togeiherj. 
And wager on your heads. He being remifs,. 
Moft generous, and free from, all contriving;, • 
Will not perufe the foils y fo th»t with* eafe> 
0r vi^ith a little (hufRing, 70U mvf cVxx^ft 
4LfwPxd unbated, aad iu a pafe q? ^t;x&is.v ^ 
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Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will do't ; 
And for the purpofe Til anoint my fword : 
I bought an undlion of a Mountebaak, 
So mortal^ that but dip a knife in it. 
Where it draws blood, no Cataplafm fo rare, 
CoUeded from all Simples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can lave the thing from death. 
That is but fcratchM withal ; Pll touch my point 
With this contagion, that if I gall Urn. ffightly,. 
It may.b^ de^. 

King. Let'si farther think of this ; 
Weigh, what convenience both of time and means' 
May fit us to our ihape^ If this ihouldfail. 
And that our drift look, through oar bad performance,. 
*Twere better not aflay'd ; therefore this projeft 
Should have a back, or fecond,. that might hold. 
If this (hould blaft in proof. — Soft-^kl me (ee— ^ 
We^ll make a Solemn wager on your cnnnings ; 

I ha't when in your motion you are hot, 

(As make your bouts more violent to that end,) 
And that he calls for drink, I'll have prepared himi 
A chalice for the nonce ; whereon but fippiog,. 
If he by chance efcape your venom'd tuck,, 
Our purpofe may hold there. 

Enter ^etn» 
How now, -fweet Queen ?. 

^een. One \yoe doth, tread upon another's heef;. 
So fall they follow : your fiflcr's drown'd, Laertes,. 

Laer^ Drown'd ! oh where ? 

^een. There- is a- willow grows aflant a brook,^ 
That Aews his hoar leaves in the glafTy ftream.: 
There with fantallick garlands did fhe come, 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, dailies, and long purple*,. 
(That liberal Ihepherdsr give a groflcr name ; 
But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call chepi^) 
There on the pendant boughs, her coronet weeds 
Clambering tsJ.hang, an envious flivcr broke ;. 
When dowii her weedy trophies aniVv^ifeU 
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Fell in the weeping brook ; her cloaths fpread wide» 
And mermaid-like, a \yhile they bore her up ; 
Which time fhe chaunted fnatches of old tunes. 
As ORe incapable of her own diftrefs ; 
Or like a creature native, and indued 
Unto that element : but long it could not be, 
'Till that her garments, heavy with their drink^ 
PulPd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alas then, Ihe is drown'd ! 

^een, Drown'd, drown'd, 

Laer. Too much of water haft thou, poor Ophelia^ 
And therefore I forbid my tears : but yet 
Jt is our trick; Nature her cuftom holds. 
Let Shame fay what it will ; when thefe are gone. 
The woman will be out : adieu, my Lord ! 
I have a fpeech of fire, that fain would blaze. 
But that this folly drowns it. [Exit, 

King, Follow, Gertrude: ' 

How much had I to do to calm his rage \ ' " 

Now fear I, this will give it ftart again ; 
Therefore, let's follow. \Exennt* 



A C T V. 

SCENE, ^Church. 
Enter two Clowns , with fpades and mattocks^ 

1 C L O W N. 

IS fhe to be buried in chriftian burial, that wilfully 
fceks her own falvation ? 
2 CJo^n, I tell thee, ihe is, therefore make her grave 
Jiraight; the crownQt bcilYi ^vilft oii W,*^^^ duds' it 
chriliian burial. 
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1 Clown. -How can that be, unlefs ihe drowned her- 
felf in her own defence ? 

2 Clown. Why, 'tis found fo. 

I Ch^^n. It muft ht fe offendendoy it cannot be eUe» 
For here lies the point ; if I drown myfelf wittingly^ 
k argues an aft ; and an aft hath three branches ; It ifr 
to aft, to do, and to perform ; argaU flie drpwn'd her- 
felf wittingly. 

z Clown. Nay, but hear you, g^odman Deher. 

1 Clown, Give me leave ; here lies the water, good : 
here Hands the man, good : if the man go to this water, 
and drown himfelf, it is, will he, nill he, he goes ; 
mark you that : but if the water come to him, and 
drown him, he drowns not himfelf. Jrgalj he, .thaf 
is not guilty of his own death, fhortens not his own 
life. 

2 Clown. But is this law ? 

1 Clown. Ay, marry is't, crowner*s queft-law. 

2 Clown. Will yon ha* the truth on't? if this had 
not been a gentlewoman, fhe fhould have been buried 
out of chriftian burial, 

1 Clown, Why, there thou fay'H. And the more 
pity, that great folk fhould have countenance in this 
world to drown or hang themfelves, more than other 
chriflians. Come, my Ipade ; there is no ancient gen- 
tlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and grave-makers ; 
they hold up Jdam^s profeflion. 

2 Clown. Was he a gentleman ? 

A I Clown. He was the firft, that ever bore arms. 
y 2 Clown. Why, he had none. 

1 Clown. What, art a heathen ? how doft thou under- 
Aand the Scripture ? the Scripture fays, Jdam digg'd ; 
could he dig without arms ? I'll put another queflion to 
thee; if thou anfwcreft me not to the purpofe, confefs 

.thyfelf 

2 Clo^wn. Go to. 

1 Clown, What is he that builds ftronger than cither 
the mafon, the fhip-wright, or the car^et^l^x > 

2 CU1V/1. The galJows-maker •, for xi\a.\. li^ic^^ oNiSXvN^'^ 
J thoUfand tenants. 
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1 Clo-ivn. I like thy wit well, in good faith ; the gal- 
lows^does well ; but how does it well ? it does wefi. to 
thofe that do ill : now thou dofl ill, to fay th£ gallows 
IB built ftronger than the church | arga^^ (hi gallows 
may do well to jhfee. To't agaiij, !99?^* 

2 Clown, Who builds ilrbhg^rtliak'^insUbn, a ihip- 
wright, or a carpenter ?— * '» ^ 'f- 

1 Clown. Ay, tell me that,, and oj^o^^. ^, 
zClown^ Marrj^, nowIcaatelL . ,^"* 

. 1 Clown. To't. ; .^ ■■■;' 

2 Clown, Mafs, I cannot telL ^ ^ * ' * 

EnterHamlctanJllora,tx6^ at a,iftfianai» '^ 

I Clown. Cudgel thy brains no more about it ; fdr 
your dull afs will not mend his pace with beating; and*. 
when you are afk'd this queftion nextj^. fay, a grave- 
'maker. The houfes, he makes, laft 'till dooms-day :. 
gOr get thee to Taughan, and fetch me a ftoup of lioubr.. 

{Exit 2 CuFwa* 

He digs, and fings. 

Bt youth njohen I did lo^je, did lo'vCj (28) 

Met bought, it ivas 'uery fweet ; 
To contract^ oh, the time for, a, my heho'ue,, 

Oh, methought^ there nvas nothing meet* 

Ham, Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefs, that 
he fings at Grave-making ? 

Hor, Cuftom hath made it to him a property of eafi- 
ncfs. 

Ham, *Tis e'en Co ; the hand of little employment, 
hath the daintier fenfe. 

(28) In Tcuthy ivben I did lon^e^ &c.] The three Stanxa*8, fong * 
beie by the Grave-digge'-, are extra<5ted, wi^h a fl"»ght Variation, 
from a Jittle Poem, calJed, 7f>e j4ged Lover rertmtncetb Love: written 
hy Henry HoHvard Esrl of Surrey, who flouriflied in the Reiga.of 

King Henry VIII. and wVvo v<m \)t\vtak^^ uv i^vr> on. a drained 

AccafmUon of Trcaibo, 
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Clowaibgs, 

Mut^ih 'wlthhhfiealingfteps^ 
'■' " Ha^^tpi'w'dmi in b^ clutch : 

' Js tfj $M newr hen fuch* 

Mam, TKa^ ik'ull had a tongue in it, and could fing 
•ncc ; how the knave jowles it to the ground, as if it 
were Cain*s jaw bone^ that did the firft murder I this 
mi^ht be the pate of a politician, which this afs o'er- 
^fiices ;,pne that would circumvent God, might it not ? 

Hot. tl might, my Lord. 
'^ Ham, Or of a courtier, wfiich could fay, ** good*- 
* *V inqi^row. Tweet Lord; how doft thou, good Lord?'* 
SSfe ];(Sight be my Lord fuch-a-one, that prais'd my Lord, 
fich-a-one'si horfe, when he meant, to beg it ; might it 
jiot? , " .. 

Ifo^, Ay, my Lord.. 

Ilam, Why, e^en fo : and now my Tady Worm^s 
chaplefs, and kaockt about the mazzard with a fex- 
ton's fpade. Here's a fine revolution, if we had the 
trick to fee't. Did thefe bones coft no more the breed-. 
ing, bu» to play at loggats with 'em ? mine ake to. 
think on't. ^ 

Clown fihgs. 

jt' pick-axe and a fpade f a fpade p^ 

FoTy — and a Jhrouding fheet ! 
€), a pit of clay for to be made 

Forfuch a guefi is meet^ 

Ham, There's another : why may not that be the fcuH 
•f a lawyer ? where be his quiddits now ? his quillets ? 
his cafes ? his tenures, and his tricks ? why does iiefuffer . 
this rude knave now to knock him about the fconce wiih 
a dirty fhovel,. and will not tell him of his adlion o£ 
battery ? hum ! this fellow mi|^\\t\it \vC^ \\m^ ^^^-^ic 
ioyer oflsutid, with bis ftatutcs, Yiis i^cowivi.'axwc^^v^^'^ 
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fines, his double vouchers, his recoveries. Is this the 
fine of his fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, to 
have his fine pate full of fine dirt ? will his vouchers vouch 
him no more of his purchafes, and double ones too, 
then the length and breadth of a pair of indentures ? 
the very conveyaYices of his lands will hardly lie in 
this box; and muft the inheritor himfelf have no* 
more? ha? 

Hot. Not a, jot more, my Lord. 

Ham. Is not parchment made of iheep-fkins. 

Hot, Ay, my Lord, and of calve-fkins too. 

Ham. They are fheep and calves that feek out affu- 
rance in that. I will fpeak to this fellow : Whofe 
Grave's this. Sirrah ? 

C/oivn, Mine, Sir-' 

O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For fuch a Guefi is meet. 

Ham, I think, it be thine, indeed, for thou lieil xn^t» 

Cloivn, You lye out on't, Sir, and therefore it is not 
yours ; for my part, I do not lie in't, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou doll lye in't, to be in't, and fay, 'tia 
tjiine : 'tis for the dead, not for the quick, therefore • 
thouly'ft. 

Clonvn, 'Tis a quick lie. Sir, 'twill away again from 
me to you. 

Ham. What man doil thou dig it for ? 

Clonvn. For no man. Sir. 

Ham. What woman then ? 

Cloivn, For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in't ? 

Cloivn. One that was a woman. Sir ; but, reft her 
foul, fhe's dead. 

Ham. How abfolute the knave is ? we muft fpeak by 

the card or equivocation will undo us. By the Lord, 

Horatio^ thefe three, years I have taken note of it, the 

age is grown (o picked, that the toe of the peaf^nt comes 

fo near the heel of our courtieT,\ve ^;ii\^'yi&\y^i^, \X.v" 

Jong haft thou been a grave-mBktt> 
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Clown, Of all the days i*th' year> I came tcp-Jmt day 
that our I aft King Hamlet overcame Fortinbras, 

Ham, How long is that fince ? 

CloiAjn, Cannot you tell that ? every fool can tell that : 
it was that very day that young Hamlet was born, he 
that was mad, and fent into England. 

Ham, Ay, marry, why was he fent into England? 

Cltywn, Why, becaufe he was mad 5 he (hall recover 
his wits there; or, if he do not, it's no great matter 
there. 

Ham, Why. 

Ck'wn. 'Twill not be feen in him 5 there the men aro 
as mad as he. 

Ham^ How came he mad ? 

CloiAjn, Very ftrangely, they fay. 

Ham, How ftrangely ? 

Clown, 'Faith, e°en with lofing his wits. 

Ham, Upon what ground ? 

Clown, Why, here, in Denmark, I have been fexton 
here, jnan and boy, thirty years. 

Ham, How long will a man lie i'th' earth ere he rot ? 

Clown. I'faith, if he be not rotten before be die„(as 
we have many pocky coarfes now-a-days, that will fcarce 
hold the laying in) he will laft you fome eight year, or 
nine year ; a tanner will laft you nine years. 

HofA, Why he, more than another ? 

Clown, Why, Sir, his hide is fo tann'd with his trade, 
that he will keep out water a great while. And your 
water is a fore decayer of your whorefon dead body. 
Here's a fcull now has lain in the earth three and twenty 
years. 

Ham, Whofe was it ? 

Clown. A whorefon mad fellow's it was ; whofe do yott 
think it was f 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

Clown, A peftilence on him for a mad rogue ! He 
pour'd a flaggon of Rhenifti on my head once. This 
fame fcull. Sir, was Torick'% fcwU, \J\^ "Sixv^^ V-'^^^. 

^/m. This? 

C/ovff$. JS'cn that, 
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?.|o HAhkthtif J) Prmfcf Denmark. 

Ham^x^^Sy poor Tor id ! I knew him, Horatio, a 
fellow of infinite jeft ; of moft excellent fancy : he hath 
borne me on }^ bsuck a' thoufand times : and now how 
abhorred in my imagination it is ! my gorge rifes at it. 
Here hung thoTe.Ii^s, tlifft I have ki&'d 1 know not how 
oft. Where be your gib^s now ? your gambols ? your 
ibngs ? your flafhes ofmerriment, that were wont to fet 
the tablean a roar ? not one now, to mock your own 
grinning ? quite chaprfallen ? now get you to my lady's 
chamber, and tell her, let her paint an inch thick^ to 
this favour Che muft come ; make her^ laugh at that— 
Pr*ythec, Horatioy tell me one thing, 

Hor, What's that, my liOrd ? 

Ham, Dofl thou think^ Ak^anicr look'd o' this faAuon 
i'th' earth? 

Hor* E'en fo. .^ . , 

Ham. An4 fmelt To, puh ? l^nu^lUng U the Scull. 

Her, E'en fo, my Lord. - , 

Ham. To what bafe ufes wc may return, Horatio ! 
why may not imagination trace the nobie duft of JUm'^ 
tinder, 'till he find it flapping a bung-hole ? . 

Hor. 'Twere to con fid er too curiouily, to coniider To. 

Ham. No, 'faith, not a jot : but ta follow him thither 
with modelly enough, and likelihood to lead it.; as thus : 
Alexander died, Alexander was bufied, Alexander re- 
turneth to duft ; the dull is earth ; of earth we ma^Ids 
loam ; and why of that loam, whereto he was converted^ 
might they not flop a hejer-barrel ? 
Imperial Cafar, dead and turn'd to clay. 
Might flop a hole to keep the wind aw^y : 
Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in aw^. 
Should patch a wall, t'cxpel the winter's flaw ! 
But foft ! but foft, a-while— here comes the King. 

Enttt' Kingy ^eetty Laertes, and a coffin, lAjtth Lords, 

and Prifjfs, attendant. 
The Queen, the Courtiers. Wlxat is that they follow, 
And with, fuch maimed rites ? this doth betoken. 
The coarfe, they follow, did W\v.\v dt^^ex7i\&V^xA 
Fore Jo Us own life ; *twas oJ fom^^^^^.^* 
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Coach we awhile, and m^k. 

Li^er, What ceremony elfe ? 

Ham. That is Laertes, a moil noble youth : mark«^ 

Laer, What ceremony elfe ? 

Prie/f. Her obfequies have been fi> far enlarged 
As we have warranty ; her death was doubtful ; 
And but that great-Command o'er-fways the order. 
She ^ould in ground unfan£li£ed have lodg'd 
*Till the lafl Trump. For charitable prayers^ 
Shards, flints^ and pebbles, fhould be thrown on her; 
Yet here Ihe is allowed her virgin rites. 
Her maiden -flrewments^ and Uie bringing bomA 
Of bell and burial. . - • 

iMr, Mufl no more be done ? > ' 

Friefi, No more be done I ^ ' ' 

We fhould profane the fervicc of the dead. 
To fing a Requiem^ and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted fouls. 

Laer, Lay her i'th* earth ; 
And from her fair and unpolluted Heih 
May violets fpring I I tell thee, churliih prieft, 
A miniftring angel ihall my filler be. 
When thon licft howling. 

Ham. What, the fair O/i&f//^ / 

^ueen. Sweets to the fweet, farcwcl ! 
1 kop'd, thou fhouldft have been my Hamlet^ % wife ; 
I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, fweet maid. 
And not have ftrew'd thy grave. 

Laer. O treble woe 
Fall ten times treble on that curfed head, 
Whofe wicked deed thy mofl ingenious fenfe 
Deprived thee of I Hold off the earth awhile, 
'Till I have caught her once more in my arms ; 

t Laertes kaps into, the Grofve^ 
e quick and dead, 
'Till of this dat a mountain you have made, 
T' o*er-top old Pelion^ or the fkyilh head 
Of blue Olympus. 

//igm. li^/c(n;ering hmfelf\ Wliat U \vc, vAvSife 'g^^^V* 
Jfe^ fuc^ an cmphafis I whofc p^al^ ^5 Iqixqw 
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Conjures the wandring ilars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? this is I, 

[Hamlet Uafs into the Gravis 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer, The devil take thy foul ! [Grappling loith him, 

Ham, Thou pray 'ft not well. 
I pj'ythCe, take thy fingers from my throat 
For though I am not fplenetive and rafh ; 
Yet have I in me fomething dangerous, 
Which let thy wifdom fear. Hold off thy hand. 

King, Pluck them afunder ■ ■ 

^een. Hamlet, Hamkt 

Hor. Good my Lord, be quiet. 

[The atiendattts fart them. 

Ham, Why, I will fight with him upon this thcmc^ 
Until my eye- lids will no longer wag, 

^een. Oh my Ton ! what theme? 

Ham, I lovM Ophelia ; forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my fum. What wilt thou do for her ? 

KingK O, he is mad, Laertes, 

^een. For love of God, forbear him. 

Ham, Come, fhew me what thou'lt do. 
Woo't weep ? woo't fight ? woo't faft ? woo't tear Ayfclf? 
Woo't drink up Eifel, eat a crocodile ? (20) 

(29) JVoot drink up 'Efiilj eat a Crocodile f] This Word has thro* 
»11 the Editions been diflinguiOied by Italkk Characters,, as if it 
•were the proper Name of fome River s and fo, I dare fay, all the 
Editors have from time to time underftood it to be. But then 
this muft be fome River in Denmark-, and there is none there fo 
called} nor is there any near it in Name, that I know of, but TJfeh 
from which the Province of Overyjei 6%T\ves its Title in the German 
f landers, • Eefidts, Hamlet is not propofing any Impoffibilities to 
Laertes, as the drinking up a River would be J but he rather fcenis 
to mean, Wilt thou refolve to do things the moft (hocking and 
diftafteful to human Nature? and, behold, I am as rcfolute. I am 
perfuaded, the Poet wrote j 

J^/f diink up Eifel, tai a Crocodile? 
/ #. Vnit ihttjx fwallow down Ux^^ Dwl\x%W ^^ Vvn^w^ JINa 
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1*11 do*t. Do*ft thou come hither but to whine f 

To out-face me with leaping in her grave ? 
Be buried quick with her ; and To will I ; 
And if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us, 'till our ground. 
Singeing his pate againft the burning zone. 
Make OJfa like a wart ! nay, an thou'lt mouth, 
I'll rant as well as diou. 

^een. This is mere madnefs ; 
And thus a while the fit will work on him : 
Anon, as patient as the female dove. 
When that her golden couplets are difclos'd. 
His filence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you, Sir 

What is the reafon that you ufe ine thus ? 

I lov'd you ever ; but it is no matter 

Let Hercules himfelf do what he may. 

The cat will mew, the dog will have his day. [Exit. 

King. I pray you, good Horatio^ wait upon him, 

[Exit HorJ 
Strengthen your patience in our laft night's fpeech, 

[To Laertes* 
We'll put the matter to the prefent pufli. 
Good Gertrudey fet fome watch over your fon : 
This grave Ihall have a living monument. 
An hour of quiet fliortly Ihall we fee ; 
'Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exemi^. 



Propofition, indeed, is not very grand j but the doing it might be as 
diftafteful and unfavoury, as eating the Flcfh of a CrccodiU. And now 
there is neither an Impoflibility, nor an Anticlimax ; and the Low- 
neis of the Idea is in fome meafure removed by the uncommon Tern}, 
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SCENE changes U s Hall, in the Pabcf. 
Enter Hamkt and Horatio. 

ttww. QO much for this, now fhall you fee the other. 
i3 You do remember all the circumftance, ? 

Hot. Remember it, my Lord ? 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 
That would not let me fleep ; methonght, I lay 
Worfe than the mutines in the bilboes ; Rafhnefs 
(And praisM be rafhnefs for it) lets us know, 
Our indifcretion fometimes ferves us well. 
When our deep plots do fail ; and that ihould teach us. 
There's a Divinity that (hapes our ends. 
Rough-hew them how we will. 

Hor, That is moft certain. 

Ham. Up from my cabin, 
My fea-gown fcarft about me, in the dark 
^fop'd I to find out them ; had my defire, 
Finger'd their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine own room again ; making fo bold 
(My fears forgetting manners) to unfeal 
Their grand commiffion, where I found, Horatio^ 
A royal knavery ; an exadt command. 
Larded with many feveral forts of reafons. 
Importing Denmark^s health, and England's too, ^ 
{>Vith, ho ! fuch buggs and goblins in my life;) 
That on the fupervize, no leifure bated. 
No, not to flay the grinding of the ax. 
My head fhould be ftruck oiF. 

Hot. Is'tpoffible? 

ham. Here's the commiffion, read it at more leifure ; 
But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ? 

Hor. I befeech you. 

Ham, Being thus benetted round with villainy, 
(Ere I could make a prologue, to my Bane (30) 

They 

(^o) Being thus benetted rauni vMh NvV.ixtv?^ 

£*er I could make a Prologue to tnj ^\.S»i» 

nej bad Ugun tht P^>. 1 i*te m Awti% ^VV ^^ 
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They had begun the Play :) I fate me down, 
Dcvis*d a new committo*, ^rOtft^ltlfeir'/ ^' 
(I once did hold it, as our ^tatifls do, 
A bafenefs to write fair ; and lattdur^4«]huch 
How to forget that learning 5 but, Sir, now 
It did me yeoman's? fervice ;) wilt fhOtt kftow^ i 
TJi* effea of what I wrote ? > "' O 

Hor, Ay, good my Lord. 

Ham. An earncft conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithful tributary, 
As love between them, like the palm, might flouriihy 
As peace flionld ftill her wheaten garland wear, (31) 
And ftand a Commere 'tween their amities ; 



This Paffage is certainly corrupt both in the Text and Pointing, 
Making a Prologue to his Brains is fuch a Phraie as Shakesfiakk 
would never have us'd, to mean, ere I could form myThoughU in 
wiaking a Proiogue. I communicated my Doubts to my two ingenious 
Friends Mr. JVarburton and Mr. Bi/bop, and by their Afliftance, I 
hope, 1 have reform'd the whole to the Author's Intention. The 
Senfe is, plainly, this ** Being thus in their Snares, ere I could 
" make a Prologue (take the leaft previous Step) to ward oflf Danger, 
*« they had begun the P/ay (put their Schemes in Aftion) which 
"<* was to terminate in my Deftruftion." 

(31) j^s Peace Jhouldjiill her wheaten Garland wear. 
And Jiand a QomvndL *txveen their /Amities j &c.J 

Peace is finely and properly perfonalizM here, as the Goddefs of 
good League and Friendfliip : but what Ideas can we form of her 
landing as a Comma, or Stop, betwixt their Amities ? I am Aire, ihc 
ftands rather like a Cypbir, in this Reading, i have no Doubt, but 
the Poet wrote 5 

Andftand a Commere "'tween their Amities j 

f. e, a Guarantee, d CommoB Mother. Nothing can be more 
pi&urefque than this Image of Peace % landing drtil in her whcatca 
Garland between the two Princes, and extending a Hand to each. 
In this Equipage and Office we frequently fee her on Roman Coins : 
particularly, on two exhibited by Baron ^anii^/m ; ont oi Augujius^ 
and the other of Vejfafian. The Poets likewile imagine to us Peact 
holding an Ear of Cori^ as an Emblem of Plenty^ tihulU.X^ I. 
£leg.x. 

Ji nfihtj, Pax a/ma^ vw, fpicMa^Mt •, XabcXo. 
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- And many fuch like jis*s of great charge ; 
That on the view and knowing thefe contents^ 
Without debatement farther, more or lefs. 
He fhould the bearers put to fudden death. 
Not rtiriving-tipie allow'd. 

Hor. How WAS ^his feal'd ? 

Ham. Why, ev'n in that was heaven ordinant j 
I had my father's Signet in my purfe. 
Which was the model of that Danifo feal : 
I folded the Writ up in form of th' other, 
Subfcrib'd it, gave th' impreffion, plac'd it fafely» 
The changeling never known ; now, the next day 
Was our ^a-iight, and what to this was.feqnent 
Thou know'ft already. 

^Hor, So, Guildenftern and Rojincranttc go tO*t» 

Ham. Why, man, they did make Jove to this CJp« 
ployment.— 
They are not near my confcience ; their defeat 
Doth by their own infmuation grow : 
'Tis dangerous when the bafer nature comes 
Between the pafs, and fell incenfed points^ 
Of mighty oppoiites. 
■ Hor. Why, what a King is this ! 

Ham. Does it not, think'ft thou, (land me now upon ? 
He that hath kill'd my King, and whor'd my mother, 
Popt in between th' eledlion and my hopes. 
Thrown out his angle for my proper life, 
• And with fuch cozenage ; is't not perfect confcience. 
To quit him with this arm ? and is't not to be damn'di 
To let this canker of our nature come 
In further evil? 

Hor. It muft be fhortly known to him from En^ani^ 
What is the iflue of the bufinefs there. 

Ham. It will be fhort. 
The Interim^s mine ; and a man's life's no more 
Than to fay, one. 
But I am very forry, good Horatio^ 
That to Laertes I forgot m^felf \ 
For by the image of my c^iufc \ fe^ 
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lie portraiture of his ; 1*11 court his favour ; 
Qt, Aire, the bravery of his grief did put me 
ito a tow'ring pa£ion. ^ 

Hon Peace, who comes here ? 

Eftt^r Ofrick. 

0/n Your Lord (hip is right welcome back to Dewfiofi, 
Ham, I humbly thank you. Sir. Doft know this 

water-fly ? 
Hor. No, my good Lord. 
Ham. Thy llatc is the more gracious ; for 'tis a vice 

know him : he hath much knd, and fertile ; let a 
afl be Lord of beads, and his crib fhall fland at the 
ing's mefTe ; 'tis a chough ; but, as I fay, Spacious in 
e pofleiTion of dii t. 

O/r, Sweet Lord, if your Lordfhip were at leifure, I 
Duld impart a thing to you from his Majefty. 
Ham, I will receive it with all diligence of fpirit : , 
ur bonnet to hii right ufe, — 'tis for the head. 
O/r, I thank your Lordfhip, 'tis very hot. 
Ham, No, believe me, 'tis vefy cold ; the wind is 
rtherly. 

O/r, It is indifFerent cold, my Lord, indeed. 
Ham, But yet, methinks, it is very fultry, and hot 
• my complexion. 

Ojr, Exceedingly, my Lord^ it is very fultry, as 
/ere, I cannot tell how : — My Lord, his Majefty bid 
; fignify to you, that he has laid a great wager on 
ur head : Sir, this ii, the matter — 
Ham, I befeech you, remember — « 

O/r, Nay, in good faith, for mine eafe, in good faith : 
Sir, here is newly come to Court, Laerfes; (32) believe 

'4) Sir, here is nrwiy cm;e to Court y LaettfS.I I have reftor'd 
c fevtral fjieechcs from the elder ^ffjrro*8, which were omitted 
the Folio Edition?, and which Mr. Pope has likewife thought fit 
fink upon us. They appear to me very well worthy not to be 
, as ihey thior.f.hly fhew the I'oppery and Affe£latiotv oC 0(- 
', an'i the Humour and Addrcfs of Hamlet \u nwa^iv^ xJjvt 'i'Otxt 
ncc in his own Vein and Style, 
OL. VIIL . K. Tsv^> 
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mei an abfolute Gentleman, full ofmoft excellent Dif- | 
ferencq, of very ftift fbcicty, and great fliew^: indted, || 
to {peak feelingly of hitn, he is the card or kalendaf of | 
'gentry; f^ yon (hall find in him the coxidtielit o^W&at I 
part a gen tlenAan would fee. "' ^' 

Ham. Sir,Jl& d^inertient ftifFers no pef^ijirifliirjtlu, 
tho' I know, to divide him in ventorial^Jr^ would' xGzzy 
the arithmetick of memory ; and yet but raw neither in 
refpeft of his ^uick fail : But, in the verity of iextol- 
ment, I take him to be a foul of great article ; and his 
infufion of fuch dearth and rarenefs, as, to make^rae 
diflioh oi him, his femblable is his mirrour ; and, who 
«lfe would trace him, his umbrage,^nothin^ moi«r 

0/r. Your Lordlhip fpeaks moft mfallibiy^iSrilitt? 

Ham. The concernancy , Sir ? — • Why do we wrap 
the Gentleman in our more rawer breath? ' '"'^^ ''- 

[Tfl H<5«itio. 

Ofr. Sir, ■ '' . " 

iior, Is't not poflible to under/tand in another ton^e ? 
you will do't, Sir, rarely. 

Hatn. What imports the nomination of this gentleman? 

Ofr. Oi Laertes? 

Hor, His purfe is empty already : all's golden words 
are fpent. 

Ham. Of him. Sir. 

O/r, I know, you are not ignorant, — » 

Ham. I would, you did. Sir ; yet, in faith, if you 
did, it would not much approve me. — Well, Sir. 

0/r, You are not ignorant of what excellence LaerUs 
is. 

Ham. I dare not confefs that, left I fhould compare 
with him in excellence : but to know a man well, were 
to know himfelf. 

Ofr. I mean, Sir, for hi* weapon : but in the Impu- 
tation laid on him by them in his meed« he's unfel- 
low'd. 

Ham. What's his weapon? 

O/r. Rapier and dagger. 
^am^ That's two of nis wca^oiis-, Wx^^ti. 
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.; P/r, The King^ Sir, has wag'd with him fix Barbary 
Ixodes/ asainft the which he has impon'dy as I take it, 
£3^ Frencb rapiers ajad poniards^ with their affigns, as 
gir41e, hangars, and fo : three of the carriages, in faith, 
are very dear to fancy, very reiponfive to the hilts, 
moft delicate carriages, and of very Hbefal conceit. ' 

Hanu What call you the carriages ? 

Hor, I knew, you muft be edified by the Margent, 
<re you had done. ^ \j4fidi:, 

Ofr, The carriages, Sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrafe would be more germane to the 
jaatter, if we could carrv cannon by our fides ; I would, 
it might be hangers till then. But, on; ^x Barbary 
horfes.againfi ^French fwords, their afligns, and three 
liberal^onceited carriages ; that's the French bett againJH 
ifie Danijbi why is this impen'd, as you call it ? 

Ofr. The King, Sir, hath laid^ that in a Dozen Pafies 
between you and him, he fhall not exceed you three 
hits ; he hath laid on twelve for nine, and it would 
come to immediate trial, if your Lordfhip would 
vouchfafe the anfwer. 

Bam. How if I anfwer, no ? 

Ofr. I mean, my Lord, the oppofition of your perfon 
in trial. 

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall ; If it pleafe 
his Majefty, 'tis the breathing time of day with me ; 
let the foils be brought, the gentleman willing, and 
the King hold his purpofe, I will win for him if I can : 
if not, I'll gain nothing but my fhame, and the odd 
hits. 

Ofr. Shall I deliver you fo? 

Ham. To this effeft. Sir, after what ilourifh your 
nature will. 

Ofr. I commend ray duty to your Lordfhip [Exit. 

Ham, Yours, yours ; he does well to commend it 
himfelf, there are no tongues elfe for's turn. 

Hor. This lapwing runs away with the (hell on his 
head. 

K 2 Hard. 
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Ham. He did fo. Sir, with his dug before he fuck'd 
k : thus has he (and many more of the fame breed, 
that^ I know, the droffy age dotes on) only got the 
f ase of the time, and oatward habit of encounter, a 
kind of yefty coUeftion, which carries them through 
and through the moft fond and winnowed opinions ; 
and do but blow them to their trials, the bubble»~are 
out. 

Enter a Lord, 

Lord, My Lord, his Majefty commended him to you 
by young Ofrkk^ who brings back to him, that you at- 
tend him in the hall ; he fends to know if your pleafure 
hold to play with Laertes y or that you will take ^longer 
time? 

Ham. I am conftant to my purpofes, they follow the 
King's pleafure ; if his fitnefs fpeaks, mine is ready, 
now, or wheilfoever, provided I oe fo able as now. 

Lofd, The King, and Queen, and all are conupg 
down. 

Hmn, In happy time. 

Lord. The Quieen defires you to ufe fome gcntk enr 
tertainment to Laertes^ before you fall to play. 

Ham, She well inftrufts me. \Exii Lord. 

Hot, Ybu will lofe this wager, my Lord. 

Ham. I do not think fo ; fihce he went into France^ 
I have been in continual pra£lice ; I fhall win at the 
odds. . But thou wouldfl not think how ill all's here 
about my heart ^ but it is no matter.. 

Hot, Nay, my good Lord. 

Ham. Jt is but foolery ; But it is fuch a kind bf gain- 
giving as would, perhaps, trouble a woman. 

Hor. If your mind diflike any thing, obey it. I will 
forelld their repair hither, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham, Not a whit, we defy augury; there is a fpecial 

providence in the fall of a fparrow. If it be nowv, *tis 

not to come; if it be not to come, it will be now : If 

it be not now, yet it will come ; the readiuefs is all. 

Since no man has aught of wYvaX Vi^ kacv^s, what is't to 

lea,ve betimes ? 



i 
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EMter jKtngf ^eem^ Laertes and Lordsy Ofrick, wth 9 
Attendants tmth fbilsy and gantlets^ A tabUy 
Jiaggpns of ^wlnt »n it* 



iris; 






■ *■"■ I •^'^g"- Come, Hamlety cotne, and take this h 

I from me. 

Ham, Give me your pardon, Sir ; I've done you wro 
_ ft But pardon't, as you are a gentleman. 
^''" r This prefcncc knows, and you muft needs have he; 
^.*^ I .- Hew I am punifh'd with a fore diftradtion. 
What I have done. 

That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madnefs : 
I- tn: \ Was^t Hafjilet wrong'd Laertes f never, Hamht. 
U Hamlet from himielf be ta'en away. 
And, when he^s not himfelf, does wrong Laertes^ 
Then Hamltt does it not ; Hamlet denies it : 
Who does it then ? his madnefs. IPt be fo^ 
Hamlet is of the fadion that is wrong'd ; 
i His madoefs is poor Hamlet^s enemy. 
1 Let my difclaiming from a purposM evil, 
1 Fr^ me fo far in in your moft generc^s thoughts, 
* That I have fhot mine arrow o'er the houfe, 
] And hurt my brother, 
j Itoer. I am fatisfied in nature, 

/ yfhoCe motive, in this cafe, fhould ftir me mofi 
j To my revenge : but in my terms of honour 
_■» J J ttand aloof, and will no reconcilement ; 
B-^- . »Till by feme elder niajlers of known honour 
r ^ :• . I have a voice, and prefident of peace, 

'" j To keep my name ungor'd. But till that time, 
eci.. I ^ ^^ receive your offer'd love like love, 

" Y, I And will not wrong it. 

. T ■ I Ham. I embrace it freely, 

ai* And will this brother's wager frankly play. 
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Laer^ Come, one. for me. 

Ham, I'll be your foil, Laertes ; in mine ignorance 
Your flcill fhall like a ftar i'th' darkeft night 
Stick fiery off, indeed. 

Laer. You mock me. Sir. 

Ham. No, by this hand. 

King, Give them the foils, young 0/rick, 
Hamlet^ you know the wager. 

Ham, Well, my Lord ; 
Your Grace hath laid the odds o'th' weaker fide. 

King, I do not fear it, I have feen you both : 
But fince he's better'd, we have therefore od<Js. 

Laer, This is too heavy, let me fee another^ 

Ham, This likes me well ; thefe foils have jill a length. 

[Prepares io play^^ 

0/r, Ay, my good Lord. 

Kin^, Set me the ftoups of wine upon that table : 
If fiow/p/gives the firft, or fecond, nit, 

C^ quit in anfwer of the third exchajige, ^^ 

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire ; 
The King (hall drink to Hamfet\s bejjer ^r^^t^ : ""^^^ 
And in the cup an Union fhall.Jie thr6W| (3^ \ 

IKcner 

■ - ■ ;. J*' 

(33) jind in tke Cup an Onyx/hall be. tbrcw, *' ' * -^ ^^ 

Richer than that mbicb four futceffivt ^'igt ' '' '* 

Jn Denma^k*5 Crown have worn?} ^fait is a various Reading 
in feveral of tb6 bid Copies $ but Unlon,'f9tmi to jne to \>e the line 
Word, for feveral leafons. The Onyx js a ifpepes of lucid Sronc^^of 
which the Ancients made both Columns and Pavements for Or- 
BamenP, ,and in which they Hkewife c6t SrAk^ Sc'cl but, {f |>«m 
not xniftaken, neither the Onjx, nor SMrdth^x", ati J6\aels whkh 
ever found Place in an Imperial Crown. On the other Haad^/4n 
Union is the fineft fort of Pearl, and has its Place in all .Crowds, and 
Corc^ets. Befides, let us conHder what the King^ fays on //tfWtf^t 
siting Laerta the firll Hit. 

. ^:\<y -...-^ 

Stay, give me Drink: Hamlet, this Pearl is thine: 
ff^re's to thy Health. ' - ' 

Therefore, if an Union be a 'P<drl, itv^ 2itv Oti^x '^ t^^tcs t>.\^ 
Stone quite differing in its l^aXuie ttom PearU^ vYv^ '«:\ii'4\«ii\tN\^ 
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^cher than that which four facceflive Kings 
in DeMmarA's crown have worn. Give me the Ctif s : 
AaJ'fet tlie kettle to the trumpets fpcak, ' ^ -^'^ 

The trumpets to the cannoneer withour, * ^ ■ ' ''^ \ 
The cannons to the heav'ns, the hcatj^irs t6 fcartW:-^ ^^ 
Now the King drinks to fliw«/f/.-*^Co"ta<*;'JB^!n, ^ ^ 
And you the Judg^es bear a wa^y ey^. '^ / ^* 
Ham. Come on, Sir.' ' ' ' "^ 

Laer. Come, my Lord, SX^9 /%* 

Ham. One. 

Laer, No.* 

Eamn Judgment. j 

Q^. Aldt, a very palpable hit. ' ^' / ' 

l^er. Well-— again r ; ' , . 

i&Vsr^. Stay, give mfe drink. £&/«^/,'thitf pearHs thine< 
Here's to thy health. Give him the cup. 

\Ttumpeti fo^df Shot goes &ff\ 
Ham. rii play this bout firft, fet it by awhile. 

Come a nothpr hit-. ^what iay you ? 

Loir, A tduifJi,~d touch, I do confeTs. ' ■ ^ 

King. Odr,Vbt diall winJ ' ' 

. .gs^. Hfe's fat,' and fcant of breath. 
iiere, Hamlet^ take my napkin, rub thy brows ; 
The Queen caroufes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good Madam,—- 
King. Gertrudty do. not drink, 
i^sMV. -I will, my Lord ; I pray you, pardon me. 
J&>5f. It i* the poifon'd cup, it is too late. \^f:de,. 
,ffa^f I dare not drink yet. Madam, by and by, • 
r^tjju^y Come, let mcM^ipe thy face. / \ ! ^ 
.• Laer. I'U hit him now. 
King* I do not think't* 
Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my confcience. 

' . [J/de. 

Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes, you but dally ; 
» • ■■ 

that Hamla has ttm*i the Pearl, I think, atnoonts-' tor a Demonflra- 
twD that df WMB an C^/y/pff-Pourl, which kt nvt^iiX. xo \iaxwR \t5^. 
thaCup. ^ '• " '■■•-. '.■"•— 

K4 ^1^1' 
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I pray yon, pafs with your beft violence ; ', " 

I am afraid, yoo^ make a wanton of me. 

Laer, Say you fo ? .cpme on, {^^' 

Q/r. Nothing neither way, -i 

Lagr, Have at you now. 

[L^itf f tvoutufj Hamlet ; /^> tn finfUng^- they 
ciaft^e rajfief;s, ^andHsaa\tt 'WPun4^s^SLtTtt^. 

King. Part them, they are incens'd. '■ 

Haply Nay, come again ^• -:■ 

' 'Ofr. Look to the (^een there, Jio ! v 

Hm\ They bleed onboth fides. Howis't, my Lord? 

Ofr, Hovf \s't, f^aertes f" . . ..; ; .i 

Laer-, Why, as a woodcock-, toimy .c^iwi. fpringe, 0/riit; 
Vm juftly Icili'd with mine own treachery. "* ^ 

l£au. How does the Qneen f 

King. She fwoons to fee them bleed. 

^ueett. No, TkOr the drink, the drink-— 
Oh my dear Hamhty the drink> the drii|k,t-*<i^ 
I am poifon'd— — \^tn dieu 

Ham. Oh villainy Iho I let the ^oor be locli'd : 
Treachery ! feek it out 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet^ thou art fiain. 
No med'cine in the world can do thee good. . 4* . . 
In thee there is not half an hour of life ; 
The treach'rous inflrument is in thy hand, (34). 
Unbated and envenom'd : the foul pra£Uce < /• 

Hath turn'd itfelf on me. Lo, hero I lie, .. » 

(34) *rbe treacherous Infirumcnt is tntwf band, * • * ' ' ■ ... 
Vnbated and emjenctndi'] The King in th€ ft Wth M^ IH 
the Scene betwixt bixn and Xtf^rffr, fay%j .- 'It -.^ ■ 

■So that with eafe, 
OrvfJtJ^.a littJeJhuffing, ycu may chafe .. .../•. 

u^SifferduBhaiiteA, and iMa P»fso/Praffie§ i 

Itefuite hm for your Father. .' . -i 

Jn which PftfTage the oJd Fo/iVs read, 

^ Svford unbaited ■ ■ 
which maikea Nonfcnfe of the P\acc, ^lA d«fttc^t the Poet'« Mean- 
iag. Uwiattd ijgniiet, wahaXti^ uwWttnwi^ tast ^Vmr^^ n^Ns^ >. 
Mufton as Foih arc. ^^^^ 



Never to rife again ; thy mother's poifon'd ; 

1 can no more tjtf Kiog* the King's to blame. 

Ham. The point envenomed too ? 
Then yenom 4q thy work. [Stais^ the '$ing* 

AIL Treafon, treafon. 

King. O yet defend me, fjrien4s» I am but Juirt. \ 

Ham, Here, thou inceftuous, murd'toasadaomed D^^\ 
Drink off this potion : is th« yi^Qi^ Wf^? 
Follow my mother, [f^^ ^*f^' 

Laer. He is juftly feryed. ' - 

It is a poifon tempered by himfelf. 
Exchange forgiveneTs with me, noble Hamkt ; 
Mine and my father's death come noi on Uiee^ 
Nor thine on me ! \Pif^ 

Him* Heav'a intake thee fxt^ of itj I follow thee« 
Fm dead, Horatio-, wretched Queen, ^dieu I 
You that look, pale^ and tremble at this chance. 
That are but mutes or audience to iJus 9j9L^ 
Had I but time, (as this fell ferjeant death 
Is llri^ in his arreft) oh, I couhi tell you' — i— 
But let it be— ^(?rtf</tf, I am dead ; 
Thou liv'ft, report me and my caufe aright 
To the unfatisfied. 

Hor. Never, belidve it*. 
Pm more an antique Rman than a Dam •, 
Here's yet fome liquor left^ 

Ham. As th' art a. man» 
Give me the cup ; kt go ; by heav'n, I'U have*te • 
Oh good Horatio, what a wounded n^m^t 
Things ftanding thus unknown, fhall live behind me?' 
If Ihou didfl ev^ hold me in thy heart, 
Abfent thee from felicity a while. 
And in this harQi world draw thy bxeath in pain, ' 
To tell my tak. ' [March afar off, and Jhout nvithiiu 
What warlike noife is this ? 
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,^ , .^' -'• Enfer bfiick. 



0>/ V^ftii^ *'/^w•//i<r^l*, with Cdmuicft <?dinc MA 

This waSkAbllq^r >:"r.r. ^.J ^^ - 

The potent poifon quite o^cr^grows my fpiKtJ ' "^' 
1 cannot live to hear the newsirom England. '*- 

But I do prophefy, th* elediioA lights ^ 

On Fortinhres ; h^ has my '^iiying voice ; 
So tell Urn, with tK* occiiirddts more or tih, 
Whiclthave foliicited.— Thr reft is |ilence. [Z»^. 

Hor. Now cracks a noble hearty go(Ki-night, iweet 
Prince; - * 

And flights of angels fing thee to thy reft ! 
Why. does the.^rum come hither ? '' - • 

Enter Fortinbras^ and EngtiBi Jmbaffadors, cwith drunty 
colours f and AtUndaiiu\\ 

FejrU Where is this fight? ^ ' ^ 

Hiiri, What is it you would fee ? 
If aught of woe or wonder, ceafe your ^rch. 

Fort, This quarry cries on havock. O proud death \ 
What.fcaft is towr'd in thy infernal cell. 
That tHo^ to many Princes at a fhot 
So bloodilv haft ftruck ? 

Jmh. The-iight is difmal, 
And our affairs from Errand come too late : 
The ears are fenfelefs, tnat fliould give us hearing 
To tell him, his commandment is nilfill'd, 
That RofincrantK and GuiUenfiern are dead : 
Where mould we have our thanks i 

Hor. Not from his mouth. 
Had it th' ability of life to thank you : 
He never gave commandment for their death. 
Bat Bttct fy jvfmp upon this blood.-^ av^tftlvati^ 
Yott from the PelacJk wars, zxA ^ou tiQ>ixi l£»il 
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Are here arriv'd ; give order, that the(e bodies^ 
High on a flage be placed to the view. 
And let me ipeak to th' yet unknowing world, 
JEigw thefci thiM& came, about. . , Sq i^al|,ypi^hear .. 
Of cruel, bloody, and unnatural aAs : , ' 
Of accidental judgments,. cafual.fl^u^S&W; . 
Of deaths put on oy cunning, kn^i^ij^iidlfiey\ 
And, in this up (hot, purpofes. i9ift6o|:ly ''/.^"' ''' 
Fall'n on th' inventors' heads. Jul this can 1- /"/..,, 
Truly deliver* ' . . * ! *i 

Fort, Let us hade to hear it, --,..'[ 

And call the Npbleffe to the audience, ' ' . '^'!r 

For me, witji fqrkow I wb^fic^ mv fQtfuiie -^ ' ^ ^"'^ • 
Ihave fome rights ofmemor^ m t^iis kingdom; ^'^^ 
."^tLVchy.now^ claim jjDLjr v-aotage dofh' inyiCjW^;;^ 

Bor. Oi* that I fhall have alfe caufe to fp^k, ^'"-" 
And from his mouth whofe voice will draw pn n\or« : (35). 
But let this fame be.pref|;ntly gcrforxii'd, | ' / 

Even while men's minds are wild, left more mifchanc&' 
Qn plots and errors. haDpfn, ^ . 

Fort, Let *our 'captain? _ . . '* 
Bear Hamlety like a Soldier, 'to the^age ; 
For he was likely, had he been put on,. 
To have prov'd moA^foyally. And for his^paffage;,. 



(55) And from hii Miutb^. wboft Voice tviU draw 'no mort.^ Vt^ 
is. the Reading of the old ^arto\ but certainly a mifUkeii oiie. 
We fay, a Man iv'xU n9 men droiv Breath ; btitthiJt^»=MinU«ywlrtf 
'Wi// draw no more, is, I believe, an Exprei!Ton'«dtKo«t: My:Aii^ 
tJiority. 1 thufe to efpoufc the Readip^of .thp El^cf Fiiio, , ^ .^ 

And from his Mouth, ivbofe "VnU 'vottl draw 'ot^'tnbre,'-' ' ' 

And this is the Poet*8 Meaning. . 'Mamiet, yt^ before Jbis Death, b^d- 

Slid; 

But I do propbejyy th" BleEilon lights 

Off Fortiubras : Behas my <fyitigyo\Qt\ . ' \ • ' 

^r«^him, (^c, *' •• " n* .'■>:* i ;.' ,:v\ 

Accordingiyv i&r/it/ff here delive^hat McQa^e \ Mvd -^tr^;^^^^- 
infers, tpat Ha»ikt\ Votes will be fitcoadi^ V>^ ^>i«,\f^ ^Jft^^'^^ 
<ftciniaiii{ouroi;/irt/Wtfi'sSu5:wffiou^^ ^" ' ' . _^^ 
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The fohiier's muiick, and the rites of war 
Speak loudly for hi m ' * ■ 
Take up the body : fuch a fight sts this 
Becomes the field, bat here mews much amifs. 
Go, bid the foldiery fhoot. 

[Exeunt^ marehing : after which, a ptaJ 9f 
Ordnance is- Jh9t qff* 
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Lodovico, Kinfman to Brabantio and Gratiano. 

Othellp, iWhJ^or^ i^fera^thi^^^^^in^S^f^^, 

Caffio, bis LieuienantrGenerai. 

lago^ Standard-bearer to Othello. 

Rodorigo, afoolijh Gentleman^ inlo've'with Defdemona. 

Montano, the Mo&r^s Frtdecejfor in the Government of 

Cyprus. 
C/t?«&, ier*zuirit to the M6or\ - ■ ^'^ > 

Herald. 

^ ••..•. i 

Defdemona, Daughter to 'Brshzntio^ and ffyet^ Othello. 

iEmilia, Wife to lago. 

Bi&ticay Courtesuin, Miftrefs to CslBo. ■ " \^ ^.^^tk 
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O r H E L L O^ 

The Moor of Venice. ;-; 



A C T L 

SCENE, a Street in VENICE. 
Enter Rodorigo and lago. 

Rodorigo. 

jr3^$"^EVER tell Hie, I take it much ujikindly. 

)l^ -^ ^ That thou, lagoy who haft had my purle, 

M' yy ^s ^^ ^^^ firings were thine, ihouldft knoi|r. 

f/y^r^ of this. 

m^m.^kJm j^^^ But you'll not hear me. 

If ever I did dream of fuch a matter, abhor me. , 

Rod. Thou told'ft me, thou didft bold him in thy hate. 

laffa^ Defpjfeme, 
If I do not. Three great ones of the city. 
In perfonal fuit to make me his lieutenant, 
Off-capp'd to him : and, by the faith of man^ 
I know my pricey I'm wortli no wotfe z, ^\^^« 
Blithe; sts loving- his own pride and i^u\^oSfc> 



^^t^i^ 



2^2 O T H E t L Oy t/ie 

Evades them with a bombaft drcamftaiicey^ 

^anihiy ftuft with epitliets of war, 

AikI, i« coAclufion, 

Non-fuits my mediators. ^* Certes, fajrs he^ 

*^ J have alreaity chofe my Officer." 

And what was hie ? 

Forfooth, a great arithmetician, 

One Michael CaJ/ioi (** the Florentine's (i) 

** A fellow almoft damn'd in a fair wife;")—' 

That never fet a fauadron in the iJi^ld, 

Nor the divifion o* a battle knows 

More than a j^infler; but the bookiih theorick^ 



(i). Forfootby. a great Arub»tetic'Hin, 
O.vtf Michael Calfio, <i Florentine, 

A Ftllow^ a'tmfi damad in a fair fyifi ] Thus has this- 
PafTage ignorancly been cori-uptcd, (as Mr. JVatburton likewife faw 
with mc;) by falle Pointing, and an Inadvertence to Matter of 
Fa£t, throu^li ihe whole .Courfe of the Editions. By the Bye, thi» 
Play was not published even fingly, that lean 6nd, till fix Vears 
after the Author's Death : and by thac Interval became more liable 
to Errors. J'il fubjo:n the Rcafone in proof.of the Correction. The 
new Pointing fcts CircumftanceS right, as I /hall immediately ex- 
plain; and it gives a Variety, in lago reporting the Behaviour 
of OtheHo, to (tart into thcfe Breaks; now, Ko tskikt Ot belie fpeak; 
then, to interrupt what Otltello fays .with his own. private Re- 
flexions j — — r then, again, to proceed with Oibello's Speeches;; 
— — > For this not only marks the Inquietude oi Xago^s Mind upon 
fh£ Subjcd m handj^ but likewife fhews the AQar io the Yariatioa 
of Tone and Gefture, whilft he (in a breath, as it were) p^rfooates 
alternately Otbel/o and himfelf. Befides, to come to the NecefBty 
of tH^ Changi made j lago, not CaJ/io, was the- FkretUiner lago, not. 
Caffio, was the married Manj Jago's Wife ztteads Dejdaxoaa to Cy^^ 
prus\ Cajfio has a Miflrefs there^ a common Strumpejtj and Xi^' 
tells him in the fourth A£l, 

' "^ Site ghfu it out J tbat you Jball many ber: 

Which would be veryabfurd, if Cafio had been already manied«t 
yenice. Befides, our Poet follows the Authority of his Novel Uk> 
givinjg the vUlainous £nli|n a fair \yiie. 
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Wherein the tQgedcounPIorj can prdpofe''(i) 

As maflerly as he; mere prattle, ivkhvut |]tfadice^< • 

Is all his (bldierfhip— — he had th/ cleftion^. •*• ' ^^ 

And I, ofwhoBi his eyes had Teen the proof . 

At Rhodes-, Sit Cyprus f and on other grouods- . '' .' . 

Chriftian and heathen rauft bebelee'd and cahzr'd : 

By Debitor and Creditor, this Counter-Cafiir % t 

He, in good time, muft his lieutenant be. 

And I, (God blefs the mark !) his moor-fhip's ancient. 

Rod. By Heav'n, I rather would have been his hangman. 

lago. But there's no remedy, 'tis the curfe of fervice ; 
Preferment goes by letter and affeftion, ♦ 
And not by old gradation, where each f(fcoi^ 
Stood heir to th' firft. Now, Sir, be judge^yoorfelf. 
If J in any jail term am ai&gn'd 
To love the Moor. 

Rod, I would not follow him then. 

lapp, O Sir, content you; 
I follow him to ierve my turn upon him« 
We cannot all be mafters, nor all mafters 
Cannot be. truly followed. YoU fhaU mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obfequious bondagdt 

(a) JVhtrein the tongued Confulf.] So ths gen«r«lity of the Im» 
preflions reidj but the oWeft S^rto has it togeif', (which give 
the Hint for my EmemUtionj) the Senators, that afiifted tbt 

Doke in Council, in their proper Gowws» But let nue explain 

why I hjve rcn^arcd tofubftiiutc Counfdlors in the Room of Cw 
ftthi and tlicn, I hope, the Alteration will rot appear arbittary. 
The Venetian Mobility, it is well known, conftitute the great Cw/K"!/ 
rf the Senate, and arc a Part of the Adminiftration ; and fum-" 
m^^Ded to artift and counfcl the Doge, who is Prince of the Senate j 
gnd, in that Regard, has only Precedency before the; other Magif- 
trates. So that, in this Refpefi, they may very pifopeily be ctlled 
Ccunfillors, Eefides, though the Government of Venice wa? Democra- 
tick at firil, under Confuls Sii{d Tribunes i that Forin of Power has 
H^d (ofi^lly abrogated, iince Dtfges have beep ele6^ed » And what- 
ever ConfuU of other States may be refident* there, ytt they have^ 
no more a Voice, or Place, in the' publicTc CouAaJh or in what v. 
concerns Peace or War than foreign Aio\)«iSaiAox* twv.\vaNt.\t^ ^^i 
PailiameDt* 
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Wears out his time, much like his mafter's zk. 

For naught bat provender ; and when he's oid,cafiiier'd; 

Whip me fuch hone ft knaves— Others there are. 

Who, trimm'd in forms and vifages of duty^ . 

Keep yet their hearts attending on themfelves ; ., }i 

And, throwing but fhows of fervice on their lords, - 

Well thrive by them ; and when they've lin'd their coats. 

Do themfelves homage. Thefe folks have fome foul, 

And fuch a one do I profefs myfelfr 

It is as fure as you are RodorigOy 

Were I the Moor, I would not be lagp : 

In following hira, I follow but myfelf, 

Heav'n is my judge, not. I, for ^ove and duty .: .\ 

But, feeming fo, for my .pecufiar end : , , , 

For when my outward adaon (loth d<bmonftra^; 

The native aft and figure of my heart 

In compliment extern,, 'tis not long after 

But I will wear my heart upon my flccve. 

For daws to peck at ; I'm not what I &en|. '. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick^liff .t>wc;^' 
If he can carry her thus ? . /, ,,/ , ,;f ; tC\ 

lago. Call up her father^ ... , ^ -n .j*.i;':rj;ri? y/'» 

Rou^ him^ inake.afi:isr.kim, poifbo ias4e^it>^.-^i{ n 
Proclaim him in the ilreets, incenf^ her luuttiea;^ i.' 
And tho* he in a fertile .climai;edwc;U^^ j ». . \,\ ..-. ■ 
Plague him with flies j tho' that his joy oc joy^. . ; : 
yet throw fuch changes of vexation on't^. .,. . z; 
As it may lofe fome colour. 

Rod. Here is her father's houie, Fll Call alo^d. 

lago. Do, with like timorous accent, and dire |<e][l^/ 
As when, by night and negligence, the£re 
li fpied in populous cities. 

Rod, What, ho 1 Brabantio ! Signior Brahemtio / ho^ 
' lago. Awake ! what, ho ! Brabantio .' . ho ! thieves I 

thieves ! ' 
Look to your houfe, your, daughti^, and y^ur bag^ r 
Thieves ! thievea 1 ' i 



Mocr of Y z K I b t. 2.35 * 

Brabantio affears aSove, at a Wind(nv» 

Bra. Whit is the reafon of this terrible fummons ? 
What is the matter there ? 
Roii. Signior, is all your family within ? 
» lago. Are all doors lock'd ? 
Bra, Why ? wherefore afk you this ? 
lago. Zounds f Sir, you're robb'd, for ihamc, put on 
your gown ; 
Your heart is burft, you have loft half your foul : 
Ev'n now, ev*n very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping y6yr White ev^e. 'Arife/ aiif^, ' ^ 

Awake the fnorting citizens witfh thd b^fl. 
Or elfe the Devil will mikb a grandfire*of yori. 
Arife, I fay. 
Bra* What, have yod loft your xvits f 
Rod* Moft reverend fignicnr, do you knoW my voice ^ 
Bra^ _Not I'; what are ybu ? 
RoJ^ Mjr name is Rodcrig$.^ 

Bra. The worfe welcome ; ^- i ' ■ '• 

IVe chare'd thee i>ot to haunt about my doors : 
In kones plainneft thoa haft heard me fay. 
My dati^tcr's' not for thee. And now in madncfs. 
Being full of fnpp^ ^nd diftemp'ring draughts, • 
Upon malicious oravery doft thou come ' 

To ilart my quiet. 

^5^. Sir, Sir, Sir ^ — ; .: ' 

Bra. But thou muft needs be furc, [-' 

My fpii-ir'and my place have in their power - 
To make this bitter to thee. ' 
Red. Patience, good Sir, 

Bra. What tell'ft thou me of robbing? this is Vmc^: 
My houfii is not a grange. 

Rod. Moft grave Brabantio, 
In fimple an*d pnre foul, f come* to yoir. 

lago. Zounds! Sir, you are one of thof^? that will 
not {trvt God, if the Devil bid you. Rec^wfe N^^^c^\!l^s. 
to do yam fervice, you think we are xuScv^xv^ v ^^vi^^Vv;^ 
roar daugbtct covcr'd with aBorlarjVoi^^tv^Q^J^'^"'^^'*'^, 
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yoar nephews neigh to you ; you'll have courfers for 
coofins, and genncts for gernian«8. 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 

/^. J am ORCy Sir, that comes to tell you, your 
daughter and the Moor are now making the beaft with 
two backs. 

Bra, Thou art a villain. 

Zr^i?. You are a fenator. 

Bra, This thou (halt anfwer. I know thee, J?W<!»7f^« 

Rod, Sir, I will anfwer any thing. But I befeech you, 
If t be your pleafure and moft wife confent, 
(As partly, 1 find, it is,) that your fair daughter. 
At this odd even and dull watch o*th' night , 
Tranfported with no \vorie nor better guard, . , - ^ 
But with a knave of hire, a Gondd/fr^ 
To the groU clafps of a lafcivipus Moor : 
If this be known to ypu, and your allowaBce^ ■ . - 
We then have done you {x>ld and fancy wr(m|;s» 
Bat if you know not this, my manners tell me,. 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do. not believJey. 
That froin the fenfe of all civiKty . ^ 

I thus would play, and trifle with your reverence. 
Your daughter, if you have not giv'n her leave, ^ 
I fay again, hath made a grofs. revolt; 
Tying her duty, beauty, wit and fortunes 
To an extravagant and wheeling ftrangcr. 
Of here and every where ; ftraight (atisfy yonrfelf* 
If fhe be in her chamber, or your houfe^ 
Let loofe on me the juftice of the State ' - 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra, Strike on the tinder, ho ! 

Ciive mc a taper ;~ call up all my people;— 

This accident is not unlike my dre^m. 
Belief of it opprefics me already. 
Light, I fay, light! 

iago. Farewel ; for I muft leave you. 
It feems not meet, nor wholfome to my place^ 
To be produced (as, if I ftay, I (KaH) 
Ag&inU the Moor. For 1 do \wvo>w, \\v^ %xaXfc^ 
However this may gall Vum mt\i fom^ ^wi^> 
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Cannot with fafety caft him. For he's embaik'd 

With fuch loud reafon to the Cjprui* wars. 

Which ev'n now Hand in adl, that, for their fouls, 

Another of his fadom they have none. 

To lead their bufinefs. In which regard, 

Tho' I do kate him as I do hell's padns. 

Yet, for neceffiiy of prefent life, 

I muft fbew out a flag and fign of love : 

(Which is,indeed,butfign.)Thatyon may furelyfindhiip. 

Lead to the Sagittary the rais*d learch ; 

And there will I be wifh him. So, farewel. \^xit. 

Enter Brabantio, and fervants twith torches. 

Bra. It is too trile an evil. Gone ihe is ; 
And what*st6 come of my defpifed lime,' 
Is nought but bitternefs. Now, Rodorigoy 
Where didft thou fee her ? oh unhappy girl ! 
With thfc Mdor, faidft thou ? who would be a father ? 
How didft thou kiiow'*twas (lie? oh, (he deceives me 
Paft thought^— What faid (he to you ? get more tapers— r 
Raife all my kindred — are they married, think you ? 

Rod. Truly, I think, they arc. . 

Bra. Oh heaven ! how gat ihe out i . . 
Oh treafon of my blood ! 

Fathers, from hence truft-not your daughters' minds 
By what you fee thepi a'ft. Are there not charms. 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May b(B al)us'd ? nave you not read, RodorigOy 
Of fome fuch thing ? 

Rod. Yes, Sir, I have. Indeed. 

Bru. Call up my brother : oh, 'would you had had her; 

Some one way, fome another Do you know 

Where we may apprehend her and the Moor } 

Rod. I think, I can difcover him, ifyouplcafe 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every houfe I'll call, 
I may command at moft ; get weapons, hoa ! 
And raife fome fpecial officers of might : 
On, good RodorigOy I'll defer v e -^'OMt ^i^^^. \E^eu>(v\. 
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S C E N E, changet to another Street, befi 
tht Sagittary. 

Enter Othello, lago, and Atundofas njoUb Torches 

lag: nr^H O* in the trade of war I have flain men, 
X Yet do I hold it y^ry ftaff o'th' confcieno 
To do no contriv'd marder : I lack iniquity 
Sometimes to do me fervicc.— Nine or ten times 
I thought toVe jerk'd him here under the ribs. 

Oth. It's better as it is. 

lago. Nay, but he prated, . . 
And fpoke luch fcurvy and provoking terms 
Againil your honour ; 
*rhat, with the Kttle godlinefs I have, 
I did full hard forbear nim. But I pray, ' Sir^ 
Are you faft married ? for, be fure of this. 
That the macnifico iis much belov*d, . 
And hath ih nis effeft d voice potential 
As double as the Duke's : he will divorce you. 
Or piit upon you what reftraint or grievance 
The law (vvith all his might t'enforce it oh) 
Will give him capable. 

Oth. Let him do his ipight : 
My fervices, which I have done the fignory, 
3ha}l out-tbngue his complaints. 'Tis yet to knov 
(Which, when I know that boafling is an honour, 
I fhall promulgate) I fetch my life and being (3) 

(3) — — — I fetch tny t-Jfe and Being 

From Men ofrcyal Siege ^ and my Demerits 
Mayfbeak unbonneled to as proud a Fortune 
At this that I have reached.] Thus all the Copiet read tl 
PafTage. But, to fpeak unbonmttedf is to fpeak with tife Cap < 
■which is directly oppofite to the Poet's Meaning. Otbdlo. mea 
to fay, that his Birch and Services, fet him upon lucli a Ran 
that he may fpeak to a Senator of Venict with his Hat on\ i. 
without /hewing any marks of Deference, or Inequality. J, thei 
forCf am inclined to think, Sfcflfeefj(>eare wwiVt^ 
May fpeak ^ and bonueUed, ^c% 
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From men of royal fiege ; and my demerits 

)4ay fpeak, and bonnetted, to a9 proud > a-'fortuae 

As this that I have reach'd. For know, lago. 

But that I love the gentle Defdemona, 

I would not my unhoufed free condition 

Put into circumfcription arid confine,' 

For t;h^ &a^§ v/otxhr But look ! what lights comj^ yonder? 

Eniif Caffio, tvitb torchts. ■ 

lago. Thofe are the raifed father^ and his friends: 
You wete beft gd in. 

Otb. Not I : I niflft be found. * ' 

My parts, my title and my perfeS foifl 
Shall manifeft me rightly. / Is it .they ? 
. Jago. By Jattus, I think, no. '\ ' ^ 

0th, The Servants of the Duke^ and my lieutenant: 
The gocdnefs of the night upon you, friends ! 
What is the news ? 

Caf. The Duke doe« greet you, general^ 
And he requires your haile, poil-hafle, appearance, 
Ev'n on the inRant. : 

0th. What is the matter, think you ? 

Caf, Something from Cyprus^ as I may divine ; 
It is a bufinefs of fome heat. The Gallies 
Have fent a dozen fequent meflengers 
This very night, at one another's'heels ; 
And many of the couns'lors, rais'd and met, (4) 
Are at the Duke's already. You have been hotly caJi'd ftfr, 
^Whcn, being not at your lodging to be found. 
The Senate fent above three leveral quefts. 
To fearch you out. 

Otb, Tis well I am found by you : 
I will but fpend a word here in the houfe, 
And go with you. [Exit Othello, 

(4) jind many of the Coafuk raWd and met. 

Art at the Dukei already j I hus all the Editions concur 
in reading} but there is no fuch Cbaiadter as a Consul appears in 
any Fart of the Piay. I change iv to, Ccunjelluv\\\. t. \^tCj\v\\'eR* 
thitt conaitute the great Counc-i al ^''enicc, TVvt '9L«.%^GVi V Vsm«. 
already given, above, in the Ciftfc oi t\it fccoiv^ 't^^ftfc* 
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Caf. Ancient, what makes he here ? 
/«sr^«>. 'Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land-carrack; 
If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever. 
Caf, I do not underftand. 
lago. He's married. 
Caf. To whom? 
Ittgo.. Marry, to ■ Come, Captain, will you go? 

Enter Othello. 

0th, Have with you. 

Caf, Here comes another troop to feck for you. 

Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, nuith Officers and torches. 

lago. It is Brabantio : General, . be advis'd ; 
He comes to bad intent. 
Oth, Holla! ftand there. 
Roiin Signior, it is the Moor, 
£rif. Down with him, thief! 

[They dram) on bothjides, 
lago. You, Rodorigo! come. Sir, I am for you — 
0th. Keep up your bright fwords, for the dew will 
ruft 'em. 
Good Signior, you fhall more command with years. 
Than with your weapons^ 

Bra, O thou foul thief ! where haft thou ftow'd my 
daughter ? 
•Damn'd as thou art, thou haft enchanted her; 
For I'll refer me to all things of fenfe. 
If fhe in chains of magick were not bound. 
Whether a maid, fo tender, fair, and happy. 
So oppofite to marriage, that fhe ihunn'd (5) 

The 

(5) thatJhepounnJ 

nle tvea'tly cvaIcS DarJh.gs of our Nathn.l I have adopted 

a very probable Ct i.;e«flnrc, which Mr. fParburton propos'd to me. 

7Feweal!ly culled Dariirgs ofo6r Nation* 

i. e, picked, /tlcif, c\.v>kM>, t\o«k vW comm^rv Saitor«. For the 

Epithet curled y as he ob levies, vjai ivo \A^xV <A \!>\^vtv^\ati tst 

E>i/ierCJKe 6jtwe«n a Femtian ^lA 9. Moor -^ '^Viv.Xx \a\\s.x ^«s^^ 
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e wealthy culled darlings of our nation, 
luld ever have, t'incur a general mock» 
n from her guardage to the (6ciiy boibra 

fuch a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight f 
Ige me the world, if 'tis not grofs in ftnfe, (6) 
at thou haft pradis'd on her with foul charms> 
us'd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals^ 

at weaken Notion. -I'l,l hav't difpnted on ; 

is probable, and palpable to thinking, 
berefore apprehend and do attach thee 
r an abufer of the worlds a pradti^r 

arts inhibited and out of warranty 
V hold upon him ; if he do refift, 
bduc him at his pcrik • 

Otb. Hold your hands> ' ' ' 

th you of my inclining^ and the reft. * 
sre it my cue to fight, I ihould have known it 

rtmzrkzhly'currJ by Nature. And tho' citBt^ now, whwi eur" 
; afe nicer than our Uikderftandings, may not fo frequently find z 
ce in the Drama ^ the fame objection did not lie to the Sound of 
1 Sbakefpear*^ Days, who chuies to ufe it wherever he can. i. 

6) Jud^ ihe the H^orld, iftismtgfftinSenfe, 

That tbw haft pra£f'ua on her with foul Chantu, ^ 

JSbuid her deli cate Tourb with Drugt^ cr Mineral^ 
%bat lo'eaken Motion.] Brabantto is here accufing Othello of. 
ing.u«*d fome foul Play, and intoxicated Defdemona by Drugs and 
ions to win her over to his Love, But why, Drvgt to fr^aken 
'ion f How^thcn could ihe have nyi away with Jiim v(4,untari}y' 
n her father's Houfe ? Had ihe been averfe to cfiufing Othellq,' 
' he had given her Medicines that took away the .Ufe of hcr^ 
lbs, might fhe not ftill have retained her Senfes, an3 opposM the 
rriage ? Her Father, *tis evident, from feveral of his Speeches, 
ofitive that /he muil have been izbufed in her rational Faculties, 
he could not have made fo prepofterous a Choice, as to wed with 
foor, a Blacky asd refufe the ilneft young Gentlemen in J^enHtw 
lat then have we to do with her Motion being weakened ? If I un- 
tand any thing of the Poet's Meaning here, I cannot but think^ 
rouft have wrote j • 

Abused her delicate Toufh with Drugs, or Minerals^ 
That weaken Notion. 
. her j4/^j>rebenfion, right Ccncept'm End Idea o^ TV)^"^) "Quaw* 
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Without a prampter. Where will yon I go 
To enfwer this your cheff|e? 

Bra. To prinoy 'till fit time 
Of kw, and cooi^ of direft fcfion 
Call thee Co enfwer. 

Oth. What if I do obey? 
How may the Duke be tbeicvrith fetisfied, 
Whofe mc^Dgcrs are here about my fide. 
Upon feme prdent bofinefs of the State, 
To bring me. to him ? 

OJi. Trne, moft worthy figidor* 
The Duke's in Cooncil; saataytnu aoUe 6If» 
I'm fure, is fent for. 

Bra, How ! the Duke in Comicil ? 
In thi« time of the night ? bring him away; 
Mine's not an idle caufe. The Dokc himielf. 
Or any of, my brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own; 
For if fuch a£iions may have paflage fi'ee, (7) 
Bond-flavcs, and Pageants, (hall our Staiefinen be. 

•f-;) Far if }>€b AfHims may /••* P^^gt/ret, 

EtrJjlavei mnd V*%^n% fiyall iir Stmttjmen Ir.] I have Icog I 
\z^z Sufpicion of Fagmns here. WooM Brahmnti^ infer, if his pii- 
▼jte Injur y >Kere not rrdrefs*<fy the Senate (hould no looger pre- 
tend to call thenr.frlves Cbrftiar.% f But Pd^gmM* are as Bn€t znd 
mora], we find, all the W.;rld over, as the mcfft regolar CBrifiam, . ^ 
in the frefervarion of private Property. The Diflerence of Faith 
is floc ar aJl concerned, hut mere human PW/i^, in aiceitaining the 
Right of muim and tuum, I havr ventured to iuMgiae, (hat our 
Aothor wrote, ^ 

Semf/lax-es end Pageaatf /iS^/V tmr Stmefaen be* 

Am f. if we'll let fuch in-urious AdioM go unpuAi/bed, oor Stated* ^ 
men muiV be Siaws, Cyfbrrs in Cficf, and have noPow'r of redrcf- 
Bng'j be Thfn^s of mere Sborw, and gaudy Appearance only. Nor 
could Pugam, inclode anv RrHevion on Otbella, coofideiiiia himai ' 
a Moor: fornnlefs hi; hnd bcui turned Chriftian^ he aevtr cofM 
hMwc hsid any Cs«<iiimflion under the yiemtidn State. 1 
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SCENE dkoHgis «r tte Smu Hafi. 

Duh and SsmatSy f(» m a tAh moith Ufjbfs^ mki 
attend^mti. 

r.T^ Here is no coaipolitioft ki thcfe news, 
J[ That gives them credit. 

Sen, ladeedy they're difproMrttonM ; 

letters fay, a hundred and teven gallie»i 
>uke. And mine a hundred and forty. 

Stn, And mine, two hundred ; 
: though they jump not on a juft acconnt, 

in thefe cafes, where they aim reports^ 
s oft with difference ;) yet do they all confirm 
%rkijh Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 
'>uke. Nay, it is poflible enough to judgment ; 
3 not fo fecure me in the error> 
; the main article I do approve 
fearful fenfe. 
^aihrs^wubtn.] What lioa ! what hoa ! what hoa ! 

Enter Sailors^ ' 

Jffl, A meflenger from the gallies* 

yteie. Now !— what's the bufinefs ? 

taiL The Turkijh preparation makes for Rhdep, 

was I bid report here to the State. 

Ouke. How fay you by this change } 

[ S$M, This cannot be» 

no aflay of reafon. 'Tis a pageant, 
r keep us in falfe gaze ; when we coniidei' 
i* importancy of Cyprus to the Turk^ 
d let ourfelves again but underftand, 
lat as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 

may he with more facile queflion b^ar it » 
f that it flands not in fuch >varlike brace, 
t altogether lacks th' abilities 
lat Rhodes is dre£s*d in. If we maVt t\io%^\.^l tsc^^ 
? maa not think the Twrk is fo^UkfiuYW^ . ^^ 
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To leave that latefl, which concerns' him firft; 
Negleding an attempt of eafe and gain, . . 
To wake» and wage» a danger profitlefs. 

Dakt, Nay, in all confidence he's not for Rlfda. 

Offi. Here is more news* 

Entir a Meffhttgtr. 

Mef, The Ottomitesy (reverend and gradons,) 
Steering with due courfe toward the Ifle of RbeJes, 
Have there injoin'd them with an after-fleet — 

1 Sen. Ay, fo I thought ; how many, as you gaefs? 

Me/, Of. thirty fail ; and now they do re-ftem 
Their backward conrfe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their Purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano, 
Your trufly and moll valiant Servitor, 
With his free duty, recommends you thus. 
And prays you to believe him. 

Duke, 'Tis certain then for Cyprus : Marcus Luccicos, 
Is he not here in town ? 

1 Sen. He's now in Florence. 

Duke. Write from us, to him, poft, poft-hafte, difpatch, 

I .Sen. Here comes Brabaniioy and the valiant Moor. 

To thentf enter Brabantio, Othello, Caflio, lagB, 
Rodorigo, and Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Othelh, we muft ftraight employ you, 
Againft the general enemy Ottoman. 
1 did not fee you ; welcome, gentle iignior : [To Braban. 
We lack'd your counfel, and your help to-night. 

Bra, So did I yours ; good your grace, pardon me 5 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of bufinefs. 
Hath rais'd me from ray bed ; n«r doth the general 
Take hold on me ; For my particular grief 
is of fo flood-gate and o'er-bearing nature. 
That it ingluts and fwallows other forrows. 
And yet U flill itfelf. 
. /W/. Why ? what's the isv^iXXti ^ 
Jfra. Mydaaghtexl o\i, m)f ^^^^xw\ 
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Dead? 

. To me; ■ - •. 

abus*d, ftoil'n from me^ and corropted- • 

lis and medicines, bought of moantebanks i ' 

ture fo prepofteroufly to err, 

; not deficient, blind, or lame of {bn(e;) • - 

Witchcraft coald not— 

f. Who-e'er he be, that in this foul proceeding 

:hus beguil'd your daughter of herfelf, ' 

ou of her, the bloody book of law 

lall yourfelf read in the bitter letter, • 

your own fenfe : yea, though oar proper Soa * 

in your aftion. 

Humbly I thank your grace, 
s the man, this Moor, wltom now, it fcf snt, 
pedal mandate, for the State-afiairs, 
hithicr brought. • - . • # 

We're very forry for't, .. . t 

p. What in your own part can you fiiy to this7' 

Nothing, but this is fo. . • « 

Mod potent, grave, and reverend filiixorif^ 
ry noble and approved g;ood mailers $ i ' ' 
'. have ta'en away this old man's daughter, I ^ * 
oft true ; true, I have married her ; 
Ty head and front of my of ending > 

his extent; no more. RuJe am Iin myfpcech, 
tie hiefs'd with the foft phrafe of peace ; . 

ce thefe arms of mine had feven years' pith, 
ow, feme nine moons wailed, they have us'd 
ieareft aft ion in the tented field ; 
:tle of this great world can T fpcakj ' 

han pertains to feats of br6ils and battle ; 
icrcfore little (hall I grace my caufe, 
king for myfelf. Yet, by your patience, 
I round unvamiih'd tale deliver, 
whole courfe of love ; what drugs, what cjiarsiv 
:onjuration, and what mighty mag^ick^ 
ch proceeding I am chaTg'4 mXii^V^ 
is daughter with. . * • ■ ^ 

L 3 »*• 
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Mra, A aiaiden; never bold; 
Of ipirit fo fiilt and quiet, that her oiotion 
Siddi'd at ttfdf ; and ihe, in fpight of nature. 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing. 
To fall in love with what flic fcar*d to look on--— • 
It is a judgment maimed, and moft imperfed, (8) 
That will confefs, affedion (b conld err 
4^ainft all rules of nature ; and mnft be driven 
To find oat pradices of cunning hell. 
Why this ihouM be. I therefore vouch again. 
That with fome mixtures powerful o'er the bload» 
Of with fome dram, conjured to this tSt&, 
He wrought upon her. 

DuAe. To vouch this, is no proof, 
Without more certain and more overt teft, 
Than thefe thin habits and poor likeivhoedt 
Of modem feeming do prefer agaiM kim* 

\ SiM. Bnt, OtMo, fpeak ; 
Did yoo by indired and forced conrfiss ^ 

8iibdne and poifon this young maid*s afiVAions I 
Or came it by reqneft, and fuch fair qneftion 
As ibtti to foul attbrdeth ? 

Otlf. I befeech you. 
Send for the lady to the Sagittaryf 

n^i'utiUconfefiyftsit^kionftepuiderr 

jSgtJnft all Ruin rf NaturtA PerfiaioM trrini, iceni a Ccn- 
fradiaion h Tem'tnih as the Schoolmen call it. Befidcs, jMfMih 
doer not blazpn his Ihughterout for a Thing of abfolute Perfcfilon i 
he only (aye, (he Yaa indued with fuch an eirtreme innate M^deftyi 
that for her to fall tn Leve ^ prepofteroofly, no (band Judgmeot 
could allow, but it muft be by magical Prance upon het. I have 
ventured to imagine that our Author wrote j 

That wiHeor/efs, AStSdon fo couU err. Sec, 

This is entirely confiwuiDt to what Brabble wouM fay of herj 
and- one of the Senators, immediately after, in his Examiaatton of 
tk^ Mttcr, thus adilreOcs himfelf to him i 

' Suty OtheWo, fpettV\ 
D/V y« h itiiirtei Mil /breed Cotttje* 



Mmt of V I, k 1 ci. 247 

And let her fpeak of me before her fathtr; 

If you do find me fool in her peport> ' 

The Trufty the Office, I do hold of yoa. 

Not only take away, but lee yoar Sentence » 

Even fall upon my life. . • ' 

Du/ke. Fetch Difikmena hither. ^\ 

\Exeunt two or three, 

Oib» Ancient, condud them, you oeft know the place. 

[J^iVlagOw 
And 'till ihe come, as truly ae to heav'n 
I do. confefs the vices of my blood, ^ 

So juftly to your ^rave ears I'll prefenf 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love> \ 

And ihe in'mine. 

Dukt. Say it, OtheUi. ^ 

Otb. Her fiuhcr lov'd me, oft invited me r - 
Still qucftiim'd ne the ilory of «ny Ufcy ' < ^ 

From year to year 1 the buttles, ficges , fbrtunes^ > 
That|h«vepaft. 

I ran it through^ e'en from my boyi(K days, 
To th' very moment that he tfade me tell it : 4 

Wherein 1 fpoke of moft diikftroos chances, ^ ^ »h 
Of moving accidents by flood and field} 1 \ r/> 
Of hair- breads 'fcapes an th' immineni deadly bltaeh 1 
Of being taken by the iniclent foe, 
And fold to flavery 1 of my redemption thence, vf 
And portance in my travel's hiftory : 
Wherein of antres vaft, and defarfs idle, (9) 
Rough quarries, rocks, and hills, whofe heads touch 
heav'n, 

(0) HnMrtin tf Antra vaft Snd Vefarts IdU, fef^.l Thus it is in 
ftll the old Edi'ions s But Mr. Pope has thought at to cbanfge th« 
Epithet. Dejarti idle j in the far/rtr Ed.tions \ (f^ys he) <lu*iftlejs, a- 
Corruption from wildc But be cauft pardon roe. If I do ngit 

concur in thinking this fo douhtkfu I don*t know whetbjer Mr. 
Pop* has obferv'd it, but I know that Sbakifpiare, efpecislly ''in 
Defcriptions, is fond of ufing the more uncommon Word, in ». 
poeiick Latitude. And idle^ in fereral other Paffages^ he €<n^^« 
in. chcfe Accepudoixs, wiJd, uftkfi, utcuU'rvaud^ lcc« 
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It was my hint to fpeak ; fuch was the procefs ; 

And of the CanibaU that each other eat» 

The Anthropophagi ; and men whofe heads 

Do grow beneath their fhoulders. All thefe to hear 

Would Defdemona ferioufly incline ; 

But ilill the houfe-afFairs would draw her thence,. 

Which ever as. (he could with hafle difpatch. 

She'd come again,. and with a .greedy ear 

pevour up my Difcourfe : which I obferving, 

Took once a piiant hour, and found good means 

To draw from her a pray'r of earned heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate; 

Whereof by parcels ihe had fomething heardjt 

But not diflindiively : I did confent. 

And often did beguile her of her tears. 

When I did fpeak of fome diilrefsfol ftroke- 

That my youth fufier'd. My florv bttpe done^ 

She gave me for my pa^ns a wodo of iighs : 

She (wore, " In faith, 'twas ftrange, 'twas paffing ftrange, 

** *Twas pitiful, *twas wondrous pitiful"——^— 

She wiih- d ihe had not heard it ;— ryct fhe wiih'd. 

That heav'n had .made her fiich ^ man :-»ihe thaakM me, 

And bade me, if X had a friend that lov'd her, 

] .jQiould I^ut teach him how to teU my ftory. 

And that would wop her. On this hint I fpake. 

She lov^d m& for the dangers I had paft. 

And I lov'd her, that ihc did pity them : 

This only is the witchcraft I have us'd, 

liere comes the lady, let Ker witnefs it. 

Enter Defdemona, lago, and Attendants*^ 

"Duke, I think', this tale would win my daughter too- 
Good Brahantioy, ■ 
' Take up this mangled matter at the bed. 
Men do their broken weapons rather ufe, 
Than their bare hands. 
. Jfra^ J pray you, hear her fpeak ; 
Jf/he confefs that (he was>a\.1t x\vc >no^w, 
Vearu£tiQii on my head , i£ xvi^ \i^.4\iV^'«Mi ^^ ^ 
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Light on the man ! Come hither, gentle milh-efs^ 
Do you perceive in all this noble company. 
Where you moft owe obedience ? 

De/l My noble father, 
I do perceive here a divided duty ; 
To you I'm bound for life and educatioi\ : 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to refpcft you. You're the Lord of duty ; 
I'm hitherto your daughter. But here's my huibaad ^ 
And fo much duty as my mother (hew'd 
To you, preferring you before her father ; 
So much I thallenge^ that I may profefs 
Due to the Moor, my Lord. 

^ra, God be with you : I have done. 
Pleafe it your Grace^ on to the State-affairs ;. 
I had rather to adopt a child, than gat it. 
Come hither. Moor : 

I here do give thee that with all my heart. 
Which, but thou hail already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee. For your fake, jewel, 
I'm glad at foul I have no other child ; 
For thy efcape would teach me tyranny. 
To hangdogs on them. I have done, my Lofd. 

Duie. Let me fpeak like yoorfelf ; . and lay' a fentence,i 
Which, as a grice, or flep, may help thefe lovers 
Into your favou r ■ . 

When remedies are pafl, the griefs are ended 
By feeing the worft» which late on hopes depended^ 
To mourn a mifghief that is paft and gone, 
' Is the nex^ way to draw new mifchief on. 
What cannot be preferv*d when fortune takes. 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
'The robb'd, that fmiles, fteals fociething from the,thief ? 
He robs hinifclf, thai fpends a bootle'fs grief. 

Bra. So, kt the Turk of Cj^rus uf beguile^ 
We lofe it not, fo long as we can fmile ; 
He bears the fentence well', that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears ; 
But he bears both the fentence, and xYve toxt^^ , . *** 
T^^^i ^op^y grief, jnuft of poor p3kX\£i^t^\^^^^^ 
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Thefe.&ntences to fugar, or to ^lU 

Being (Irong on both fides, are eqivocal. 

But words are words ; I never yet did hear, (to) 

That the bruis'd heart was pieced through the ear.-** 

Befeech you, now to the affairs o'th' ftate. 

DuAe, The Turk with a moft mighty preparation 
makes for Cy^ms : Qthelh^ tlic fortitude of the place 
is beft known to you. And though we have there a 
ftibftitute of moft allowed fuff ciency ; yet opinion, a 
fovercign miilrefs of effe^s, throws a nore fafe voice 
on you ; you muft therefore be content to flnbber the 
glofs of your new fortunes, with this more ftubbora 
and boiilerous expedition, 

0th. The tyrant cuftom, moft grave fcnators. 
Hath made the flinty and fteel coueh of war 
I^y thrice-driven bed of down. I do agnixe 
A natural and prompt alacrity 



(to) B4aW4>rdnii^iWcrdt\ I nmfer yi( Ad bettt 

^hat tie brttit'd Heart «w pwrced tbri the f«r.} One fo» 
fcffluous Letter has for there huaiired Yean ^uite Aibverttd ths 
Seufeof this PaflTage \ and jionc o^ the Editoit have ever attcndci 
to the Reafbnkig of the Context, by ^ibkh t&ey might have dif- 
tcwred the Error. The DWte has by fage Senientw been exhorfiiig 
Brabamti^ ta Patisace, and to forgit the Grief of his Daughter*! 
Aoljen Marriage, to which Braiatitto U nade vtry fertineatly to 
teply, to this eflfe^ ; <• My Lord, I apprehend very well the Wiiiivmi 
** of your Advice } hut tho* you v'ould uw/ott me^ Words ant 
** but Words ; and the Heart, already hruia*/, was never fhri'dh 
V otnvoufidtdy throMhe lar/***-*-^ Well ! If we want Argumentf 
for a Senator, let him he >rdacatttd at the Fret of wn fagocioas 
tditors. It it obvious, I believe, to H\y belter Readers, that fki 
Tc3frt xnuil be reftored, as Mr. Jfan^im acutely obferved to mt, . 

^tff the hun*d EtMrt vuti {}i«€ed /^«* tht Ear, 

a, e. Tliat the Wounds of Sorrow were «ver cur'd, m % Man ir>td« 
heart m;k^U merely l-y Word8.«f Coafelatiofl. 1 ought to -lako ao- 
Ike, this v^j Etnendation was likewise communicated to me by va 
j'eieniotiS, uakaowo^ CoKc%«aidta;i, who iobk^Ut hmkM oa)y 
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I find in hardnefs ; and do u]]^ertake 

This prefent war againil the Qitomtts. 

Mod humbler thexeiore bending to youi ftate> 

I crave fit difpofition for my-mfe, 

Dae reference of place and exhibition \ 

With fuch accomn>odation and beibrt 

As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why, at her father's. 

Bra. I will not have it fo. 

Otb, Nor I- 

Def. Nor wonld I there refide. 
To put my father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Moil gracious Duke,. 
To my unfolding lend your gracious ear« 
And let me find a charter in your voice 
T' afiift my fimplenefs. 

Duke.^ What would you» Di/demonaP 

Def. That I did love the Moor to live with hifl^t 
My down-right violence and florm of fortune* 
May trumpet to the world. My heart's fubdo*d 
Ev'n to the very quality of mjr Lord 5 
I iaw OtbeUo^s vifage in his mind. 
And to his honours and his valiant part* 
Did I my foul and fortunies coniecrate. 
So that, dear Lords, if I be left behind 
A moth of peace, and he go to rht war, 
• The rites^ for which I love him,, are bereft mt t 
And I a heayv interim fhall fupport, 
By his dear abfence. Let me go with him. 

Otb. Your voices. Lords ; 'beieecji you, let her wiH 
Have a frtt way. 1 therefore beg it not, {\ 1) 

To 

(11) J thir^ort Ug it tuP • • 

To pkafe the Palate of my A^petit^, 
Nor to comply with Heat the young' offers,. 
Jn my deFun£k and proper Satisfaffion j 

But to htfrtt and b^mntetmi to her Mmd.^ As thi» has been 

idl iloDg hitherto printed and flopfted, it feems to xne a Period of 

ae ihibboro Sontenfe, as the Editors ViAve o^tc^t^ vc^n ^n^x ^^k^%^ 

j^anrthrtn$botit i»U wljnU Wodt*. W\3kaX a ^t^<3&CK»» ^x^^x^s 

A tkifOfAUk made, to faU la Love. wVdi>. ia4 •«n> v *wt ^ 
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To pleafe the palate of xny appetite ; 

Nor to comply with heat, the young sffediSy • 

.In my diftin^t and proper fatistaftion ; 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind. i 

And heav'n deftnd your good fouls, that you thihk^ 

1 will your ferious and great buiinefs fcant. 

For Ihc is with me. No, when light-wing'd toy* ■ 

Of feather'd Cupi^ foil with wanton dulnefs 

My fpeculative and offic'd inftruments. 

That my difports corrupt and taint my bufinefs ; 

Let houfewives make a ikillet of xny helxn. 

And all indign and bafc advcrfities 

Make head«againft my eft'imation. 

Du^e, Be it as you fhall privately dcternainei 
Or for her ftay or going ; th' affair cries hafte ; 
And fpeed muft anfwer. You muft hence to-nightK 

De/l To-night, my Lord ? 

Di^e. This night.* 

0/>&. With all my heart. 

Du^^ At nine i*th' morning here we'lLmcet agaitt. 

l«a<?y, whea AtpetUe zr\A Heat, an3 pr.fer SathfaSficn arc dead an*- 
^ffuna in himi (For, defufffl figuifics nothing clfe, that i know of, 
tither primitively or metaphorically :) But if we miy take Otbello'iK 
own Word in the Aftair, when he fpeaks for bimfcJf, be was not, 
reduced to this fatal, unperforming Stat£. 

■ < ■ ■ I <r, for J am decUrCd' 

Into the Vale of Xtan j yet That's not much. 

>^gain, Why (hcuW- our Poet fay, (for fo he fays, as the Faflage 
1ms been pointed j) that t4ie young afftB Heat ? Yo^th, certainly, 
hai'ix, and.has naOccafion or Pretence af <5^^<F?i»^ it, whatever fu* 
jicranuated Lovers may have. And, again, after def unfit would he 
add fo abfurd a collateral Epithet as proper? But, 1 think, I may 
venture to affirm, that afcSis was not defijned here ae a Verb, i».|id 
that defunff wae not dcfxgned here at all. I have, by a flight Change, 
lefcued the Poet's Text from Abfurdity 5 ind this I take to be the 
Tenour of what he would Pay j ** I do not beg her Company wi^h 
^*. me, B^erely to pleafe mylctf j nor to indulge the Heat and jffftffi 
*» i. e. AfF<;iftions of a new- married Man, in my own diftin^k and. 
^' proper Satis fi£t\on j but to.comvh vj'itScvVvw Vtv b,« fiLc<^ue<f, •nd 
^ Dciij:e o/accompanyins m©;^ J^«9i> ^'^ -^f t»^w> ewi K>a!i!wsi 
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leave fome officer behind, 
: (hall our commiffion bring to you ; 
ch things elfe of quality and relpeft 
h import you. 

Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient ; 
1 he is of honefty and truft,) 
conveyance I aflign my wife, 
/hat elfe needful your good grace (hall think 
fent after me. 
. Let it be fo ; 

light to every one. And, noWe Sfgnior, 
le no delighted beauty lack, 
Dn-in-law is far more fair than black. 
Adieu, brave Moor, ufe Defdemona well. 

Look to her. Moor, if thou haft eyes to fee, 
s deceivM her father, and may thee. 

\Exit Duke, <viiitb Senators* 

My life upon her faith.-— —Ho neft lago^ 
fdemona muft I leave to thee ; 
hee, let thy wife attend on her % 
•ing her after in the beft advantage. 

Defdemenay 1 have but an hour 
e, of worldly matter and direftion 
ak with thee. We muft obey the time. [Exeunt^ 

Manetu Rodorlgo and I^go.. 

lago 
, What fayeft thou, noble heart ? 

What will I do, thinkeft thou I 
. Why, go to bed, and deep. 

I will incontinently drown myfelf. 
. Well,, if thou doft, I ihall ncvcp love thee after, 
thou filly gentleman I 

It is fi+linefs to live, when to live is a torment j: 
en have we a prefcription to die> wJien death is 
yfician. 

. O vHlainous ! I havelookM upon the world for 
mes feven years, and iincc I co\i\A d?^\xv^^\^>a^- 
i. bene€t sLud an -rnjuTy ,*' 1 tieVcr ?C5TO.5. xSwi ^^8u 
ow to love himfelf. Ere 1 woxil^ ta.^ > "V ^t^xW 
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drown myfelf for the love of a GianM-hea, I wouM 
change my humanity with a baboon. 

Red, what ihould I do ? I confefs, it is my (hame 
to be fo fondy but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

lago. Virtue ? a fig : 'tis in ourfelves that we are thns 
or thus. Our bodies are onr gardens, to the which oar 
wills are gardners. So that if we will plant nettles, or 
fow kttice i fet hyfibp, and weed up thyme ; fupply 
it with one gender of herbs, or diftrad it with many ; 
either have it fleril with idlenefs, or manured with in- 
duftry ; why, the power and corrigible authority of 
this lies in our will. (12) If the beam of our lives 
had not one fcale of reafon to poife another of fenfoi- 
lity, the blood and bafenefs of our natures would con- 
dud us to mod prepoilerous condufions. Bnt we have 
reafon, to cool our raging motions, our carnal ftings, 
our unbitted lulls ; whereof I take this, that you call 
love, to be a feft, or fyen. 

Red. it cannot be. 

lago. It is merely a lull of the blood, and a permiffion 
of the will. Come, be a man : drown thyfelf ? dr6wn 
cats and blind puppies. I have profeft me thy friend,, 
and I confefs me knit to thy defervin^ with cables of 
perdurable toughnefs. I could never better Heed thee 
than now. Put money in thy purfe ; follow thou thefe 
wars ; defeat thy favour with an ufurped beard ; I fay^ 

(12) If the 'BtWnct of Mtr Lrvts bad not Me Scab of Reafon tf 
poi,'e another of Senfaality.] i. c. If the SuUe of our Lives had not 
ene Scafe, &c. vKich muft certainly be wrong. Some of the flU 
£(uarto"s have it thus, but the two elder Foiiot fead. 

If tU Braine ofmtr laves bad mot one Sesie, Sec, 

This is corrupt ; and I make no doubt but Stakejjfetvt wrote, m I 
iMTe leformed the- Text, 

If the Beame of onr Lives, See, 

An4 my Aeafoa it this 5 that he generany dSMiig«!ftes %etwhc the 
Meam nod BaUnce, «&Qg the Utu \a ie^mSx the Scalea : Md'^tbe 
firmer, tho ilcel Bat to vducVk '^ VKk^^m^ vui ^lifeoiSik Yii&& 
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put money in thy pnrie. It cannot be, that De/demwa 
ihould lone continue her lore to the Moor— pot money 
in thy pnrie— nor he his to her. It was a violent 
commencement in her, and then fiialt ice an anfwer* 

able fequeftration, put but ittoney in thy purfe. 

Thefe Moors are changeable in their wills ;— ^fiU thy 
purfe with money. The food, that to him now is as 
lofcious as locufts, (hall (hortly be as bitter as coloquin- 
tida. When iQie is fated with his body, ihe will find 
the errors of her choice. She muft have change, 

ihe muft : therefore put money in thy purfe. — If 
thou wilt neads damn thyfelf, do it a more delicate 
way than drowning. Make all the money thou canft. 
If fandlimony and a frail vow, betwixt an erring Bar- 
barian and a fuper-fubtle Venetian^ be not too hard for 
my wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou (halt enjoy 
her ; therefore make money. A pox of^drowning thy- 
felf ! it is clean out of the way. Seek thou rather to 
be hang'd in compaffing thy joy, than to be drown'd 
and go without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be faft to my hopes, if I depend 
on the ifloe ? 

lago. Thou art furcofme. Go, make money.—— 
I have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again^. 
I hate the Moor. My caufe is hearted ; thine hath no 
lefs reafon. Let us be conjundive in our revenge againft 
him. If thou canft cuckold him, thou doil thyfelf » 
pleafure, and me a fport. . There are many events in 
the womb of time^ which will be delivered. Traverfe^ 
go, provide thy money. We will have more of thisc 
to-morrow. Adieu. 

Red. Where fhall wc oieet £*th*' morning ? 

lago. At my lodgings. 

Rod. VVL be with thee betimes. 

Jago. Go to, fareweL Do you hear, Rodorigo P 

Rod. What fay you i^ 

logo. No more of drowning, do yon hear. 

Msd. I am changed f FU {o fell a\i m^ VuA. \E9at. 
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Moftet lago. , 

lago. Goto, farewel, put money^soagh in your purfe— 
Thus do I ever make my fool my purfe ; 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge (hoold prophane, 
If I (hould time expend with Aich a fnipe. 
But for my fport and profit. I hate the Moor, 
And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my iheets 
He has done my office. I know not, iPt be true- 
But I, for mere fufpicion in that kind. 
Will do, as if for iurcty. He holds me well— — 
The better (hall my purpofe work on ^im j 
Caffio^% a proper man : let me fee now ;— 
To get his place, and to plume up my will, 

A double knavery How? how?— let's fee— — ^ 

After fome time^ t'abufe Othello\ ear,. 

That he is too familiar with his wi f e * -• ^ 

He hath a perfos, and a fmooth difpofe. 

To be fufpefted : fram'd to make women &lfc. 

The Moor is of a free and open nature. 

That thinks men honed that but feem to be ib ;: 

And will as tenderly be led by th' nofe. 

As afles are : 

I have't — it is ingender'd — Hell and night 

Muft bring this monftro^s birth to the vodd's li^ht. 



t 






fc.^*^ 



Mfor (?/ V E N r c E. 257 



A C T 11. 

SCENE, The capital City of Cyprus. 
Enter Montano Governor rf Cyprus, and Gentlemen^ 

M N T A N o. 

WHAT from the cape cats yon difcem at fea? 
I Gent, Nothing a( allr it if a high<*wrOBgkt 

flood; • 

I cannot, Hwixt the heaven and the m«ii 
Dcfcry a faij» ^* 

M$nt. Methinki the wind hath Tpoke alond at land ; 
A fuller blaft ne'er ihook our battlements; 
If it hath ruffian'd fo upon the fea, 
What ribs of oak^.when mountains melt on them 9 (13^ 
Can hold the mortife ? what (hall we hear of this ? 

2 Gip/r/. A fegregation of the .7«ri/}J& fleet J 
For da but ftand upon the foaming flu>re» T 

The chiding billows feem to pelt the clouds 3 
The wind-fhak'd furge, with high and monflrous main^ 
Seems to caft water on the burning bear. 
And quench the guards of th* ever-fired pole ; 



(13) JVbut r[hi of Oakf ivhri the Ym^^i Mountainnnelt, 

Can bold the mortife t^ This is an arbitrary Change of Mr, 
Popi& without any Aijthority or Reafon but the fmoothing the Ycr- 
(fication. But^ I am afraid, this great Critic was dreamiog of 
fountains at Land', and thefe, he thought, could not well melt oi\ 
Ribi of Oak (i. c.) Ships at Sea. But our Poet happens to mean,^ 
Waves as big as Mountains { and thefe are ofuiv ktvo>Ntv ^"^ xs^'tVx 
on Ships: nor is smy Metaphor "mote tfxmssMk 'm^««xrj% 
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I never did like moleftation view 
On tbe enchafed flood. 

MoKt, Ifdiat the Ttfrii)^ fleet 
Be not iii(beUer*d and embay'd, they're drown'd; 
^ is impoffible to bear it oiK. 

Enter a third GentUman. 

) Gent. New^y Lords, our wars are done : 
The defperate temped hath fo bang'd the TurAs, 
That their defignment halts. A noble fliip ofFemce (14) I 
Hath feen a grievous wreck and futferance | 

On nioft part of the fleet. 

Ahnt. How I is this iruej 

3 Gint. The Ihip is here put in, 
A ]f^ir0tujhi Mickatl Qtffio^ 
Lieutenant of the warlike Moor Ottilkf 
h come on fliore ; the Moor himfelf 't at fisa, 
And is in full commiffion here for Cjfrui. 

M09a. Vm rli^x^'t} 'tis a worthy Governor. ^ 

I Gem. But thit Cune C^, thonghhe fpeakof comfort. 
Touching the Turkijb loft, yet he looks ftdly. 
And prays the Moor be fafe \ for they were parted 
w-JBTith foal and vtoient temped. 

^ont. Pray heav'ns, he be: 
For I have ierv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full foldier. Let's to the fea-fide^" 
As well to fee the velTel that's come in^ 
As to throw ou^ our eyes for brave Otb^^ 



^14) Another 5^/»»f Venice 

Hath feen a grievous wreck, &€.] But no Ship, before this, 
has trrived, or brought ^ny Account of the ^urkijh Fleet's Diftreft : 
How then can this be called amitbtr Ship? Oh, but the eldrft 
Quarto hat called it foj and^ if there be a variona Rea^ng, Mr. 
P^ is pretty good at taking the wrong one. The two efder Foiii^ 
ted the iS^r/a in 1630 read« a« I have reftored to the Test j - 

— — ^ nobk Sb^ 0/ Vcxua, 



Maor ^/ V £ K 1 c E. 25^ 

£v*n till we make the auin snd tk' atrial bl«e 
An indiftin£t regard. 

Gent, Come, let's do fo; 
For every aioiite is expe^ancy 
Of more arrivance. 

Enttr Cafto. 

Caf, Thanks to the valiant of thi» warlike IBe, 
That fo approve the Moor : oh> let the heav'as 
Give him defence agaiiiil the elements^ 
For I have loft him on a dangerous fea. 

Mont. Is he well-fhippM? 

Caf. Hi^ bark is ftoutly timbejr'd, and his pjlet , 
Of very expert and approved allowance; 
Therefore my hopes, not frrfeitrd to deafhi 
Stand in bold cure« ... 

}Vitbin\hit!i\, afaU, « Ikili 

CV: WhatBoUe? 

Gemt, The town if empty ; on the brow e^th* fea . 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry^ a Sail. 

Caf. My hopes cfo ihape him for the 6oT^or« * 

(hnt. They do diftharge their ibot cf courlefy : 
Oar friends, at ieaft. 

Caf, I pray you, Sir, go forth. 
And give us truth who 'us that is arrhr'd. 

Gent. I ihall. (£n(r. 

Mont, But/ good lieutena&t, is your General wiv^d^ 

Caf, Moft fortunately, he hath atchievM a maid , 
That paragons defcription and wild fame : 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens. 
And in th' eflential vefture of creation 
Does bear all exccUency-r— 1 

Enter Gentleman* 
How now ? who has put in ? 

Gem* nria one lag»y Ancient to the General. 

Caf. H'as had moft favourabk and happy fpeed ; 
Tempefts them(elves> high iois, and howling winds \ 



The gutter'd rocks> and congregated f^ds, 
(Trajtors enJfteep'd to clog the guUkb ktdi^ 
As hmng ienfc of be4uty» da •nit 
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Their mortal natures, letting fafe go by 
The divine Defdemona, 

Mm, What is ihe? ■ 

Caf, She that I'fpake of, our rreat Captain's Captain, 
Left in the condudl of the bold //z^; 
Whofe footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
A fe'nnight's fpeed. Great Jove^ OtheUo guard 1 
And fwell his fail with thJne own powerful breath. 
That he may blefs this bay with his tall (hip. 
Make love's quicl^ pants in T>efdifmna\ arms. 
Give renewed fire to our extinguifh*d fpirhs^ 
And bring all Cyprm comfort 

^ff/zr Defdemona, lago, Rodorigo, and MLxxSHaL; 

O behold! • 

The riches of the ihip is come on (hore : 
You men of Cyprus^ let her have your knees* 
Hail to thee, ladv! and the grace ofheav's^ . 
Before, behind thee, and on every band 
Enwheel thee round. 

Bef. I thank you, valiant Cajfiot 
What tidings can you tell me of my Lord \ 

Caf, He 18 not yet arriv'd, nor know I aught 
But that he's well, and will be ihortly here. . , 

Def, O, but I fear — how loft you company ?^ 
. Caf, The great contention of the fe%Bnd flues 
Parted our feilowffiip. But, hark, a fidl I 

Within,] A fail, a fail! 

Gent, Thcv give this greeting to the citadel: 
This likewife is a friend. 

Caf. See for the news : 
Good ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, miftrefs* 

[To ^milia# 
Let it not gall your patience, good Jage^ 
That I extend mjr manners. ^Fis my breeding. 
That gives me this bold (hew of courtefy. 

i Jago, Sir, would ftie give you fo much of h^ lips* 
As of her tongue (he oft bcftows ou mey 
l&Od'd /24V^ enough. 
JD(f. Aias! (he haa fto^fpcedi, * ^- « ' \^^^ 
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Jago. In faithy too mitch; 

I find it ftill, when I have lift to fieep; 

Marry, before your ladvihip, I grant, 

She puts her tongue 4. little in. her heakrt. 

And chides with thinking. 

j^miL You have little caufe to fay Co. 

logo. Come on, come on ; you're pidtures out of doors. 

Bells in your parlours, wild-cats m your kitchens. 

Saints in your injuries, devils being offended. 

Players in your houfewifery, and houfeirives in yourbeds! 

De/l O, fy upon thee, flanderer ! 

lago. Nay, it is true, or elfe I am a fVi;. 

You rife to play, and go to bed to work. 

JEmiL You fliall not write my praife. 

lago. No, let m.e not. 

Def. What wouldft thou write pf me, if thou flipu'dA 

praife me ? 

lago. Oh gentle lady, do not put me to't, . 

For I am nothing, if not critical. 

Def. Come, one aflay. There's one gone, to the 

harbour 

lago. Ay, Madajn. 

Def, I am not merry ; but I do beguile 

The thing I am, by feeming othcrwiie ;— 

Come, how wouldft thou praife me? 

logo. lamal^utit; but, indeed, my invention comes 

from my patejPlsi birdlime does from freeze, it plucks 

out brains a^d all. But my mufe labours, and thus flie 

is delivesed, 

« 

If Jh^ be fair andnutfe, fairnefs andnvity" 

ne one^sfor ufe^ the other ufeih it. 

J>/ Well prais'dj how if fhe1)e black and witty? ^ 

lago. Ifjhe be bJock, and thereto ha^ve « ov/^, , ;, 

She'll find a nuhite that Jhall her blackn^s fit. 



Def. Worfe and worfe. 

^mi. How, if fakandfoolifivJ 
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lago, Slfe never jet fwasfvUfiy that naasfair\ 
For ev'n herfMybelft her to an heir. 

Def. Thefe are old foiiiL partdoxes, to make fools 
laugh i'th* alehoufe. What miierable praife haft thou 
for ner that's fool and feoliih ? 

lago. Therms nom Jo foul Mtd fooUfo thertmnto^ 

But dots foul franksi 'which fair and *u^e onit do^ 

Def, Oh heavy ignorance ! thou praifeft the worft befi. 
But what praife couldft thou bellow on a deferving 
woman indeed ? (14) one, that in the authority of her 
merit, did juftly put down the vouch of very malice 
kfelf? 

lago. She -that woe e^ver fair, and never proud. 

Had tongue at njoiH, and yet <was ne*ver loud\ 
Ne<ver lackt gold, and yet never <weni gay. 
Fled from her nvijh, andyetfaid, now I may; 
She that when angered, her revenge Being nigh, 
Bade her ivrongftay, and her diff lecture fy \ 
She that in ivi/dom never ivas fo frail 
To change the cod*s head for the fa!mon*s tail; 
She that could think, and ne^er difclqfe her mind. 
See fuitors following, and not look behind; 
She was a wight, [if ever fuch Wgght wir/)— 

Def. To do what? 

Jago. To fuckle fools, and chronicle fmall ieer* 

Def Oh moil lame and impotent conclufion! do not 

(14) Out, that in the Autbotity of her Merit, Sid jufl^ futoatfo . 
VnKb •f'viry Malkt itjeif.'\ Though all the printed Copies zpt% |ii - 
this Reading, I cannot help fufpedting it. If the Text fliould be .. 
genuine, I coafefs, it is above my Underftanding. In what Seffe 
can Merit be faid to put en the Vouch of Malice? I fluMild rather 
think, MecU was fo fafe in itfelf, as to repel and put off all -that 
Malice anu Envy could advance and affirm to its Prejudice. I have 
mentunA to reform the Text to this CoiiAruiUon, by a very flight 
Chaai^e tJiac makes it iateUig^Ue. 
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learn of him^ JEtmliOy tho' he be thy hnfband. (i c) How 
fay you, Cafflo is he not a moil profane and liberal 
cenlurer ? 

C^. He fpeaks home. Madam; yon may relifh him 
more in the foldier, than in the fcholar. 

lago. [AfideJ] He takes her by the palm ; ay, well 
iaid— whifper-—— With as little a web as this, will I 
•enfnare as great a fly as Cafff9, Ay, fmile upon her, do 
■■ . ■ I will gyre thee in thine own courtfhip. You fay 
true, *tis fo, indeed.—- If iiich tricks as thcfc ftrip yoa 
<nit of yvsur lieaunancy, it had been better you had not 
kifs'd your three fingers fo oft, which now again you 
arc moft apt to play the Sir in. Very good — well kifs'dt 

and excellent courtefy— — 'tis fo, indeed Yet 

again— your fingers to your lips ? 'would, they were 
clifter-pipes for your fake. [Tntmptin 

The Moor,—" 1 know his trumpet. 

Ca/. 'Tis truly fo. 

De/l Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Ca/, Lo, where he comes ! 

£nter Othello anJ Attendants. 

Oth, Oh my feir warrierl 

Def. My dear Othello ! 

Otb. It gives me wonder, great as my content. 
To fee you he^plbefore me. O my foul's joy ! 
If after ev'ry tempeft come fuch calms. 
May the winds blow 'till they have waken'd death : 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of feas. 
Ofympus high ; and duck again as low 
As hell's from heav'ni If 1 were now to die, 
•Twerenowto be mdft happy; for, I fear, 
My foul hath her content fo abiblute, 

\i^) Haw fay you, CaiRo ? h It not d m^fi f^^fart smi lihrttt 
CoiinfcUor?] Bat in what Refpeft was hf^ a Omnfilhr'f He caps 
Sentences, indeed} but they are not by way of Advice, but Defirif^ 
.fion : what he fays, is, Reflexions on Character and Cdndu^ i«L 
Life. For thi* JRcaibu, X am VC17 aftio thtok* o>a K»ftiWtHrtti^ 
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That not another tomfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Def. The hcav'ns forbid. 
But that our loves and comforts (hould encreafey 
Ev'n as our days do groW- ! • 

Oth, Amen to that, Aveet Powers ! 
I cannot fpeak eno«^h of this ^content, . 
It ftops me here : it is too ihtich of joy* 
And this, and this, the greateft difcooxls be [Kijffh^ her* 
That e'er our hearts ihall make! 

logo. Oh, you are well-tun*d now; but Fli let down 
the pegs that make this mufic, as honeft as I«m. 

Oth. Come, let's to the caftle. 
Now, friends, our wars are done ; the Turks arc dfOwn'd%" 
How do our old acquaintance of this ifle ? 
Honey, you fhall be well defir'd in Cyprus ^ 
I've found great love amongft them. Oh my fweet, 
I prattle out of fafhion, and I dote 
In mine own comfort. Pr'ythee, good lago^ 
Go to the bay, and difembark my coffers : 
Bring thou the mailer to the citadeU 
He is a good one, and his worthinefs 
Does challenge much refpe£t. Come, De/detnona^ 
Once more well met at, Cyprus. 

[Exeunt Othello W Defdemona, 



Manent lago arid Rodorigo. 

Itigo. Do you meet me preiently at the harbour. ^ 
Come thither, if thou be'ft valiant ; (as, tKey fay, bafc' 
men, being in love, have then a nobility in their na-^ 
tures, more than is native to them)— lift me; the 
lieutenant to-night watches on the Court of Guard* 
Firft, I muft tell thee, this Defikmona is diredlly in love 
vith him. 

Rod. With him ? why, *tis not poffible ? 

lago. Lay thy fingers thus ; and \tt thy foul be in- 
iiru6tedv Mark me with what violence me firft lov'd 
tke.Moor, but for braggiM, Mi^x«\V\\i^lAt ^taftical 
&€$. And wiU (be love lata $uSX toE ^x^^%\ Vxx«ii«w 
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ly difcreet heart think it. Her eye muft be hd.. 
nd what delight fhall fhe have to look on the Devil ? 
6) when the blood is made dull with the ad of fport, 
;erc fhould be again to inflame it, and to give fatiety 
frelh appetite, lovelinefs in favour, fympathy in years, 
anners, and beauties ; all which the Moor is defec- 
ve in. Now, for want of thefc requir'd convenience5, 
-r delicate tendernefs will find itfelf abus'd, begin to 
*ave the gorge, difrelifli and abhor the Moor ; very 
iture will inflrudl her in it, and compel her to fome 
cond choice. Now, Sir, this granted, (as it is a mofl 
regnant and unforc'd pofition) who (lands fo eminent 
I the degree of this fortune, as Caffio does ? a knave 
*ry voluble ; no further confcionable, than in putting 
1 the mere form of civil and humane feeming, for the* 
etter compaffing of his fait and moft hidden loofe 
(Feftion ; a flippery and fubtile knave, a finder of 
:cafions, that has an eye can ftamp and counterfeit 
ivantages, tho' true advantage never prefent itfelf. 
. deviliih knave! befides, the knave is handfom, young, 
nd hath all thofe requifites in him, that folly and 
reen minds look after. A pellilent compleat knav^ f 
tid the woman hath found him already. 

Ro^, I cannot believe that of her, Ihe's full of moft 
lefs'd condition, 

lago, Blefs'aBl|s' end ! the wine fhe drinks is made 
f grapes. If ihe had been blefs'd, Ihe would never have 

(i6) T^len the B'ood is made duU ivith the Aci of Sporty there 
>ould he a Game to ir^Jiame it, and to give Satiety a frejh Appetite ; 
OFvelinefs in Faviury Sympathy in Tears, Manners and Beauties,^ 
bis, 'tis true, is the Reading of the Generality of the Copies : 
jt, meihinks, 'tis a very peculiar Experiment, when the BJood 
id Spirits are dulVd and exhaufted with Sport, to raife and recruit 
lem by Sport : for Spcrt and Game are but two Words for the 
me thing. I have retriev'd the Pointing and Reading of the 
dcr ^arto, which certainly gives us the Poet's' Senfe j that tvhen 
le Blood is duU'd with the ^xercife of Pleafure, there fhould 
: proper Incentives on each fide to raife it agaitty as t.K«. CVvwtcv^ 

Beauty^ 'Equality of Years, and AgteemeivX. ol ^"V^tvvv^x^ ^.VL\ 
'(po/jcion : which arc wanting in Othello lo w\Lvtv\\^ DtJActn^na * 

Vol. VIIL M '^^^''^ 
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lov'd the Moor: Bleft'd plodding! didft thou not fee 
her paddle with the palm of his hand ? didA not mark 
that ? 

Rod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but courtefy. 

lago, Letchery, by this hand ; an index, and obfcore 
prologue to the hiftory of lull, and foul thoughts. They 
met fo near with their lips, that their breaths cmbrac'd 
together. Villainous thoughts, Rodorigol when thefe 
mutualities fo marlhal the way, hard at hand comes the 
mailer and main exercife, the incorporate conclufion : 
pifli — But, Sir, be you rul'd by me. I have brought 
you from Venice. Watch you to-night ; for the com- 
mand, ril lay'^t upon you. Cajpo knows you not : I'll 
not be far from you. Do you find fome occasion to 
anger C^^(!7, either by fpeaking too loud, or tainting his 
difcipline, or from what other courfe you pleafe, which 
the time fhall more favourably minifler. 

Rod. Well. 

lago. Sir, he's rafh, and very fudden in choler : and, 
biply, may llrike at you. Provoke him, that he may; 
for even out of thaf will I caufe thofe of Cyprus to mu- 
tiny ; whofe qualification (hall come into no true tailc 
again, but by tranfplanting of CaJJio. So (hall you have 
a Ihorter journey to your defines, by the means I Ihall 
then have to prefer them : And the impediments moft 
profitably removed, without which thMMtwas no ex- 
per^lation of our profperity. 

Rod. I will do this, if you can bring it to any oppor- 
tunity. 

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the 
citadel. I mull fetch his necefTaries afhore. Farewel. 

Rod. Adieu. {Exit. 

Manet lago. 

lagtk. That. Cq/^o loves her, I do well believe: 
That flie loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit. ■ 
The Moor, howbek tVvat i erxdure him not, 
/i ofa conllant, loving^ rvo\^Vs tv^Xxixt \ 
A.^!, I tlare think, heW l^tov^ Xo Dejdcmona 
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A moft dearliufband. Now I lotre her too. 

Not put of abfolute luft, (though, peradventurq, 

I Hand accountant for as great a iin;) 

But partly led to diet my revenge. 

For that I do fufped, the lufty Moor 

Hath leapt into my feat. The thought whereof 

Doth, like a poifonous mineral, gnaw ray inwards, 

And nothing can, or Ihall, content my foul. 

Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife^ 

Or failing fb, yet that I put the Moor 

At laft into a jealoufy fo ftrong. 

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, (17) 

If this poor bfach ofFeaice, whom I trace 

For his quick hunting, (land the putting on, 

I'll have our Michael Capo on the hip, 

Abufe him to the Moor in the right garb ; 

(For I fear CaJJio with my night-cap too,) 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me. 

For making him egregioufly an afs ; 

And pradlinng upon his peace and quite. 

Even to madnefs. 'Tis here— but yet confds'd; 

Knavery's plain face is never feen, till us'd. \Exiu 

^17) ■ I . Which thing to do, 

Ifth'iifocr Trafh o/* Venice, nvbom I tract. 
For his f^flk hunting, Jiand the putting ea.] A trifling, 
infignificant Fellow may, in fomc Refpedls, very well be cairi 
l^rajh : but what Confonance of Metaphor is there betwixt Trajh^ 
and quick hunting, zn^ fianding ih} putting on ? The Allufion to the 
Chaje Shakespeare feems to be /ond of applying to Rodor/go, 
who fays ofhimfelf towards the Conclufion of this ^cl j 

/ follow her in the Chafe, not like a Hound that hunts, tut one 
that filh up the Cry, 
I have a great Safpicion, therefore, that the Poet wrote \ 
If thii poor Brach of Venice, 
which, we know, is a degenerate Species of Houndy and a Ternn 
generally us*d in Contempt : and this compleats and pcrfe€^s the 
metaphotkal AUufion, and makes it much more Satirical. 

Mr, fVarbwi^% 
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SCENE, the Street. 

Enter Herald nuith a Proclamation. 

Hen. TT is Othello*% pleafure, our noble and valiant 
X Genefal, that upon certain tidings nowarriv'd 
importing the mere perdition of the Turkiflj fleet, every 
man put himfelf into triumph ; fome to dance. Tome to 
make bonfires, each man to what fport and revels his 
mind leads him. For, befides this beneficial. news, it is 
the celebration of his nuptials. So much was his plea- 
fure, fhould be proclaimed. All offices are open, and 
there is full liberty of feafting, from this prefent hour 
of five, 'till the bell have told eleven. Blefs the-ifleof " 
Cyprus^ and our noble General Othello ! 

SCENE, /A^ C A s T L E. 

Enter Othello, Defdemona, Caffio, and Attendants. 

Oth, f^ Ood Michael^ look you to the guard to-night, 
V.T Let's teach ourfelves that honourable Hop, 
Not to out-fport difcretion. 

Caf, lago hath diredion what to do : 
But, notwithftanding, with my perfonalfve 
Will I look to't. 

Oth. lago is moft honeft : • 
'Michael y good -night. To-morrow, with your earliefl. 
Let me have fpeech with you. Come, iny dear love. 
The purchafe made, the fruits are to enfue ; 
That profit's yef to come 'tween me andyou. 
Good-night. \Exeunt Othello and Defdemona. 

Enter lago. 

Ca/, Welcome, lago ; we mull to the Watch. 
lago. Not this hour, Vieutexva^^ . ''xas Tvo\.^^\\t.wci't.Kl 
c7ocA-. Our Gcneial cail us xavxs ^^x\^ "v^x \J^^ Vsn^ ^1 
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his De/demona : whom let us not therefore blame ; he 
hath not yet made wanton the night with her: and fhe 
is fport for Jo've. 
Cafn She's a mod exquifite lady. 
lago. And ril warrant her, full of game. 
Caf. Indeed, fhe's a moft frefh and delicate creaturi;. 
lago. What an eye Ihe has ? methinks, it founds a 
parley to provocation. 

Caf, i^Dkinvitingeye ; and yet, methinks, right modeft, 
lago. And when (he fpeaks, is it not an alarum to love ? 
^ Caf. She is, indeed, perfedlion. 

lago. Well, happinefs to their iheets : come, lieute- 
nant, I have a iloop of wine, and here without are a 
brace ol Cyprus gallants, that would fain have a meafure 
to the health or the black OthelI$, 

Ca/. Not to-night, good lago-j I have very poor 
and unhappy brains for drinking. I could well wifh, 
courtefy would invent fome other cuftom of entertain- 
ment. 

lago* Oh, they are our friends : but one cup j I'll 
drink for you. 

Caf» I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that was 
craftily qualified too : and, behold, what innovation it 
makes here. I am unfortunate in the infirmity, and 
dare pot tafk my weaknefs with any more. 

lago. What, man? 'tis anight of revels, the gallants 
defire it. 

Caf, Where are they ? 

lago. Here at the door ; I pray you, call them in. 
Caf. ril do't, but it diflikes me. \^Exit Caflio, 

lago. If I can fallen but one cup upon him. 
With that which he hath drunk to-night already. 
He'll be as fiiU of quarrel and offence. 
As my young miftrefs' dog. 
Now, my fick fool, RodorigOy 
Whom love hath turn'd almofl tKe wrong fide out. 
To Dejdemona hath to-night carouz'd 
Potations pottle deep ; and he's io waXcYv, 
Three lads of Cyprus, noble fwe\\m^^^\V\\.^, 
That hold their honours in a wary d\^^.tvc^> 

M 5 
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The very elements of this warlike ifle,) 

Have I to-night fluller'd with flowing cups, 

And they watch too. Now, 'niongfl this flock of 

drunkards, 
Am I to put our QaJJio in fome a£lion 
That may offend the ifle. But here they come. 
If confcquence do but approve my Deem* (i8) 
My boat fails freely, both with wind and flream« 

Enter Caflio, Montano, and gentlemen, 

Caf, 'Fore heav'n, they have given me a roufe al- 
ready. 

Mont, Good faith, a little one : not paft a pint, as 
lamafoldier. 

lago. Some wine, ho! [\^go Jsngs* 

And let me the canakin clink^ clink , 

And let me the canakin clink, 

Afoldier\s a man\ ohy man's life's hut afpan^l 

Why J then let a foldier drink. 

Some wine, boys. 

Caf, 'Fore heav'n, an excellent fong. 

logo, I learn'd it in England: where, indeed, th«y 
are moft potent in potting. Your Daney your Germany 
and your fwag-belly'd Hollander y — Drink, ho ! —arc 
nothing to your Englifi, 

Caf Is .your Englijhman fo exquifite in his drinking ? 



(iS) Jf Confequence do hut approve ttvf Dream,] All the print- 
ed Copies concur in this Reading, but, I think, it does not 
come op to the Poet's Intention ; I rather imagine tl^at he 
vrote. 

If confequence do hut approve my Deem, 

j. e. my Opinion, the Judgment I have focmM of what maft hap- 
pen. 'So, in T^ro'il, and Crejfula \ 

OrtCtltrtic? £>;>w now ? «wbot«u»\clwd\>wmutfei\f 
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lago. Why, he drinks you with Acrlity your Dane 
dead drunk. He fweats not to overthrow your JlfHain, 
He gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next pottle 
can be fiU'd. 

Caj\ To the health of our General. ♦^• 

Mon. I am for it, lieutenant, and I'll do you juftic^# 

lago. Oh fwect England. 

King Stephen ^as ana ^worthy peer^ 

His breeches cojl him hut a crdun ; 
He held ihem fix pence all t09 deary 

With that he called the tailor loi/jfi, 

*He ivas a ivight of high reno'vun^ 

And thou art but oflo^ degree : 
*Tis pride that pulls the country doivn. 
Then take thine auld cloak about thee. 

Some wine, ho ! 

Caf, Why, this is a more exquiiite fong than the other. 

lago. 'W^ill you hear't again ? 

Caf, No, for I hold him to be unworthy of his place, 
that does thofe things. Well — Heaven's above all ; 
and there be fouls that mufl be faved, and there be fovls 
oiuft not be Caved .^ 

lago. It*s true, good lieutenant. 

Caf For mine own part, (no offence to the general, 
nor any man of quality ;) I hope to be faved. 

lago. And fo I do too, lieutenant;* 
- Caf Ay, but, by your leave, not before me. The 
Lieutenant is to be faved before the Ancient. Let's 
have no more of this ; let's to our affairs. Forgive our 
fins gentlemen, let's look to our bufinefs. Do 

not think, gentlemen, I am drunk : this is my Ancient; 
this is my right hand, and this is my left. I am not 
drunk now ; I can fland well enough, andlfpeak well 
enough. • " 

Gent. Excellent well. 

Caf Why, very well thfin: youmviftxiox.\}avcJ«L\^«vK«t 
that I am drunk. AJLx'tt* 

M 4 Man^tA 
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Mdkent lago and Montano. 

Moni. To the platform, mailers ; come, let's fet the 
Watch. 

lago. You fee this fellow, that is gone before ; 
lie is a foldier, fit to ftand by Cafar^ 
And give diredion. And do but fee his vice; 
'Tis to his virtues a jufl equinox. 
The one as long as th^ other. 'Tis pity of him ; 
I fear, the truft Othello puts him in. 
On fome odd time of his infirmity. 
Will (hake this ifland. 

Man. But is he often thus ? 

Iiigo. 'Tis evermore the prologue to his fleej)* 
He'll watch the horologue a douole fet, 
if drink rock not his cradle. 

Mont, It were well. 
The General were put in mind of it : . 
Perhaps, he fees it not ; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in CaJ/tOy 
And looks not on his evils : is not this true ? 

Enter Rodorigo. 

Ingo, How now, Rodorigo ! 
I pray you, after the lieutenant, go. [Exit Rod* 

Mont, And 'tis great pity, that the noble Moor 
Should hazard fuch a Place as his own Second^ 
With one of an ingraft infirmity ; 
It were an honeft aftion to fay fo 
Unto the Moor. 

lago. Not I, for this fair ifland ; 
I do love C^<7 well, and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. Hark, what noife ? 

\Within,\i^\^ \ help! 
Re-enter Gaffio, furfuing Rodorigo. 

Caf, You rogue ! you rafcal ! 

Mont, What's the matter, lieutenant ? 

Caf. A knave teach me 107 ^\xVj , I'Vl beat the knave 
into a twiggea bottle. 
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Rod. Beat me ■ 

Caf, Doft thou prate, rogue ? 

Mont, Nay, good lieutenant ; \Staying him. 

I pray you, Sir, hold your hand. 

Caf, Let me go; Sir, or I'll knock you o'er the mazzard. 

Mont, Come, come, you're drunk. 

Caf, Drunk? • \r hey fight. 

lago. Away, I fay, go ouf and cry a mutiny. 

[£jf/> Rodorigo. 

Nay, good lieutenant Alas, gentlemen—^ 

Help, ho '.——Lieutenant Sir Montana 

Help, mailers ! here's a goodly watch, indeed 

Who's that, who rings the bell diablo, ho ! 

, [Bell rings. 
The town will rife. Fy, fy, lieutenant ! hold ; 
You will be fham'd for ever. 

Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

0th, What is the matter here ? 

Mont, I bleed ftill, I am hurt, but not to th' death. 
,'Oth, Hold, for your lives. 

lago. Hold, ho ! lieutenant— —Sir— M?«/«;?o-— 
Gentlemen—— 
Have you forgot all place of fenfe and duty ? 
The General fpeaks to you — hold, hold, for (hame — 

0th, Why, how now, ho? from whence arifcth this? 
Are we turn'd Turks? and to ourfelves do that, 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites? 
For chriftian (hamc, put by this barbarous brav/l; 
He, that ftirs next to carve for his own rage. 
Holds his foul light : lie dies upon his motion. 
Silenv-e that dreadful bell ; it frights the ille 
From her propriety. Wha*: is the matter? 
Honeft lago^ that looks dead with grieving, 
Speakr who began this ? on thy love, I charge thee. 

lago, I do not know ; friends all, but new, ev'n now 
In quarter and in terms like bride and groom 
Diverting them for bed ; and then, W\.tiq'?4 
(As iffome planet had unwitted iaet\,^ 
Swords out, and tilting one at. oxViei'^ bi^^'2>> 
M 5 
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In oppofition bloody. 1 can't fpeak 
^ Any beginning to this peevifh odds. 
And, 'would, in aftion glorious I had loft 
Thofe legs that brought me to a part of it ! 

0th, How comes it, MichaeU you are thus forgot ? 

Caf, I pray you, pardon me, I cannot fpeak. 

0th. Worthy Mojitano, you were wont be civil : 
The gravity and flillnefs of your youth 
The world hath noted ; And your name is great 
In mouths of wifeft cenfure. What's the matter. 
That you unlace your reputation thus. 
And fpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a nicrht- brawler ? give me anfwer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othclloy I am hurt to danger ; 
Your offier, lagoy can inform you. 
While I fpare ipeech, which fomething nowoffends rae, 
Of aJl that I do know; nor know I aught 
By me that's faid or done amifs this night, 
Unlefs felf'Charity be fomctimes a vice. 
And to defend ourfelves it be a iina 
When violence affails us. 

0th, Ndw, by heav'n. 
My blood begins my fafer guides to rule ; 
And paflion, having my bell judgment choler'd, 
AiToys to lead the way. If I once ftir. 
Or do but lift this arm, the beft of you 
Shall fink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began 5 who fet it on; 
And he, that is approv'd in this offence, 
Tho' he had twinn'd with me both at a birth. 

Shall lofe me. What, in a town of war. 

Yet wild, the people's hearts brim-full of fear. 

To manage private and domelHc quarrel ? 

in night, and on the Court of Guard and Safety ; (19) 

(19) In mghty and on the Court and Guard of Safety f ] This I3 

ffcktn by Orhclio ; but Guard oi Safty, thcugli coupled with a Word 

o/^iijonyinous C>)rirtru£l;on, was never Soidier^s Language. 1 have 

ve/j'iireH to maJce llifi Conjurrricn, ^M ^'i^n <^^ vVv^ Gtnitive Ccfe 

change Places : and fo the Vhrate vn Viit'\\xv«v.viy;i^> \V^>m^ ^'^^^S*. 

tii« Authority of the printed Cv>2v|^» ^^^ 
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*Tis monftrous. Say, lago, who began' t ? 

Mon. If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office. 
Thou dofl deliver more or lefa than truth. 
Thou art no foldier, 

lago. Touch me not fo near : .: 

I'd rather have this tongue cut from my mouth. 
Than it fhould do offence to Michael Caffio: 
Yet I pcrfuade myfelf, to fpeak the trudfi 
Shall nothing wrong him. Thus 'tis, General; 
Montana and myfelf being in fpeech. 
There comes a fellow crying out for help. 
And CaJJjo following with determined fword. 
To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Caffio^ and intreats his paufe; 
Myfelf the crying fellow did purfue, 
Lell'by his clamour (as it fo fell out;) 
The town might fall in fright. He; fwift of foot. 
Out-ran my purpofe: I returned, the rather 
For that I heard the clink and fall of fwords. 
And CaJJio high in oath*; which 'till to-night 
I ne'er might fay before. When I came back^ 
(For this was brief) I found them clofe together 
At blow and thruft ; even as again they were. 
When you yourfelf did part them. 
More of this matter cannot I report. 
But men are men ; the beft fometimes forget ; 
Tho' Cajio did fome little wrong to him, 
As men in rage ilrike thofe that wifh them befl:. 
Yet, furely, CaJJioy I believe, received • 

From him, that fled, fome ilrange indignity. 
Which patience could not pafs. 

Otb. I know, lagoy 
Thy honefty and love doth mince this matter. 
Making it light to CaJJio, Caffioy I love thee. 
But never more be officer of mine. 



Enter Defdemona attended. 

Look, i/my g^nilt love be not Tau'i^Ji^" 
ril mske thee an example. 



Ti«f 
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D^ What's the matter? 'i 

0th, All is well, Sweeting, come to-bed. 1 

Sir, for your hurts, myfclf will be your furgcon. 
Lead him off: 

lago, look with care about the town. 
And filence thofe whom this vile brawl diflra6ted« 
Come, Defdemamy 'tis the foldier's life. 
To have their balmy ilumbers wak'd with ftrife. 

[Exeunt* 

Manent lago and Caffio. 

Jago, What, are you hurt, lieutenant ? 

Ccif. Pafl all Surgery, 

lago. Marry, heav'n forbid ! 

CV/ Reputation, reputation, reputation! oh I have 
loft my reputation ! I have loft the immortal part of 
myfelf, and what remains is beftial. My reputation! 
lego, my reputation ' 

lago. As I am an honeft man, I had thought, you 
had received fome bodily wound ; there is more fenfein 
that than in reputation. Reputation is an idk, and moft 
i'alfe impofition ; oft got without merit, and loft with- 
' out deferving. You have loft no reputation at all, 
unlefs you repute yourfelf fuch a lofer. What, man,— * 
there are ways to recover the General again. You are 
but now caft in his mood, a puniftiment more in po* 
licy than in malice ; even fo as one would beat his of* 
fencelefs dog, to affright an imperious lion. Sue to 
him again, and he's yours* 

Caf, I will rather, fue to be defpis'd, than to deceive 
fo good a commander, with fo ilight, fo drunken, and 
fo indifcreet an officer. Drunk, and fpeak ? Parrot, 
and fquabble ? fwagger ? fwear ? and difcourfe fuftian 
with one's own ftiadow ? oh thou invincible Ipirit of 
wine ; if thou haft no name to be known by, let us call 
thee devil. 

lago. What was he that you follow *d with your fword I 
what had he done to you i 

C'a/^ 1 know not* 
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lago, Is't poffible ? 

Caf, I remember a mafs of things, but nothing di- 
llin6lly : a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that 
men Ihould put an enemy in their mouths, to ileal away . 
their brains ! that we ihould with joy, pleafancc, revel> 
and applaufe, transform ourfelves into beails. 

lago. Why, but you are now well enough : how came 
you thus recovered ? 

Ca/l It has pleased the devil, drunkennefs, to give 
place to the 'devil, wrath ; one unperfeftnefs ihews me 
another, to make me frankly defpife myfelf. 

lago. Come, you are too fevere a moraler. As the 
time, the place, and the condition of this country ilands, 
I could heartily wiih this had not befallen : but iince 
it is as it is, mend it for vyour own good. 

Ca/. I will aik him for my place again ; he ihall tell 
jne, I am a drunkard !» ■ had I as many mouths as 
Hydraj fuch an anfwer would ilop them all. To be 
now a fenfible man, by and by a fool, and prefently a 
beaill—— Every inordinate cup is unblefs'd, and 
the ingredient is a devil. 

lago. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar crea* 
ture, if it be well us'd : exclaim no more againil it. 
And, good lieutenant, I think, you think, I love you, 

Ca/, I have well approved it. Sir. I drunk ! 

lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at fome 
time, man. I tell you what you ihall do : our General's 
wife is now the General. I may fay fo, in this refpeft^ 
for that he hath devoted and giv'n up himfelf to the 
contemplation, mark and denotement of her parts and 
graces, (20). Confefs yourfelf freely to her: importune 

her 

(20) Fw that be bath dtvoted, and given, up bimfelf to the Contemn 
ffhtion, Mark, and Devotement of ber Parts and Graces."] I re- 
member, it is faid of Antony, in the Beginning of his Tragedy, that 
He, who ufed to fix his £yes altogether on the dreadful Kaneea 
of War, 

■I >■ ■ fio%v bends, now tutnsy 
The Office and Devotion of thixr Ficnu 
U/>on a Strumpet'*s Front, 
This Uhad][ exprefs'd j but I cannot ^wJa?.^^ tt\>j^*\^ nJkv^X oxix^c^ 
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her help, to put you in your place again. She is of fo 
free, fo kind, fo apt, fo ble/Ted a diipofition, ihe holds 
it a vice in her goodnefs not to do more than ihe is 
requefled. This broken joint, between you and her 
hufi>and, intreat her to iplinter. And, my fortunes 
againll any lay worth naming, this crack of your love 
fliall grow ftronger than it was before. 

Caf, You advife me well. 

lago, I proteft in the Sincerity of love,* and honeft 
kindnefs. 

Caf, I think it freely; and betimes in the morning 
I will befcech the virtuous De/demona to undertake for 
me : I am defperate of my fortunes, if they check 
me here. 

lago. You are in the right : good-night, lieutenant, 
I mull to the watch. 

OiJ\ Good-night, honell lago. [Exit Cailio. 

Manet lagO. 

lago. And what's he then, that fays, I play the villain.? 
When this advice is free I give, and honeft, \ 

Likely to thinking, and, indeed, the courfe . 
To win the Moor a^ain. For 'tis moll eafy 1 

Th* inclining De/demona to fubdue 
In any honeft fuit ; Ihe's fram'd as fruitful 
As the free elements. And then ior her 
To win the Moor, were't to renounce his baptifm. 
All feals and fymbols of redeemed fin. 
His foul is fo en fetter 'd to her love 
That flie may make, unmake, do what ihe lift. 
Even as her appetite fhall play the god 
With his weak function. Am I then a villainy 
To counfel Caffio to this paralel courfe, • 

Diredly to his good? Divinity of helll 



would ever have faid, any Qr\z-dc^'otedhlmMf to the Devote^frnt nf 
any th ing. A I J the Copies a%T«ie *, V>wvX.V\ti m\^TrV.«. ^^xvjilul^ atofe irom 
a £ngh Lttter beiog turned u^\\d« doviu ax. Yt^l^% 
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When Devila will their blackeft fins piit on. 
They do fuggeft at firft with heav'nly fhews. 

As I do now. For while this honeft fool 

?lie5 De/i/emo»a to repair his fortune. 

And (he for him pleads ftrongly to the Moor ; 

1*11 pour this peftilence into his ear. 

That Ihe repeals him for her body's luft : 

And by how much (he drives to do him good. 

She (hall undo her credit with the M(k)r. 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch; 

And out of her own goodnefs make the net, 

That fhall unmefh them all. How now, Ro^iorigo / 

Enter Rodorigo. 

Rod, I do follow here in the chace, not like a hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money is 
aimoft fpent ; I have been to-night exceedingly well 
cudgeird ; and I think, the iflue will be, I fliall have 
fo much experience for my pains ; and fo with no 
money at all, and a little more wit, return again to 
Venice. 

' lago. How poor are they, that have not patience ! 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees ? 
Thou know'ft, we work by wit, and not by witchcraft^ 
And wit depends on dilatory time : 
Does't not go well ? Caffio hath beaten thee. 
And thou by that fmall hurt haft cafhier'd Cajpo. 
Tho' other things grow fair againft the fun. 
Yet fruits that bloflbm firft, will firft l>e ripe : 
Content thyfelf a while. In troth, 'tis morning: 
Pleafure and adion make the hours feem fliort. 
Retire thee; go where thou art billeted: 
Away, I fay ; thou (halt know more hereafter : 
Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rodorigo. 

Two things are to be done; (21) 

My 

(2 1 ) Ttvo things are to he done ; 

My Wife niiiji wwefor'Cairio fo t>er nfl^nfi, 
rJ/Jet her on to draw the Moor cpaTl.\ lAt. To^cV*.^ ^,>\^\i^ 
the Text, becaulc it wanted a little ht\p -. (o that, \w v^^i ^t^ ^\\^c^> 
wc do not fee wh^t were th« two thvncs to b^ do\^\ /Wi^> <^^> ^'^ 
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My wife nwift move for Caffio to her miArefs : 

I'll fet her on : 

Myfclf, the while, to draw the Moor apart. 
And bring him jump, when he miyCaffto find 

Solliciting his Wife, ay, that's the way : 

Dull not, device, by coldnefs and delay. \ExU% 



ACT III. 

SCENE, before OthelloV Palace. 
Enter Caflio, with Muficians, 

C AS S 1 Q. 

MASTE;RS, play here, I will content your pains. 
Something that's brief; and bid, good-morrow. 
General. 
[ Mujick plays ; and enter Clown from the Hmfe, 
Clorwn. Way, mr.ftjrs, have yourinftruments been in 
Naples, that they ipeak i'th' nofe thus ? 
Muf. How, Sir, how ? 

Cloivn. Are thefe, I pray you, wind-inftrumcnts ? 
Muf, Ay, marry are they, Sir. 
CJo^'n, Oh, thereby hangs a tail, 
Muf, Whereby hangs a tale, Sir? 



was JagOy not his Wife, that was ta draw the Moor apart. The oM 
Books read 3 



-Two things ere to he done ; 



My IViftmuJl tncvi'f^r Cviffio to her Mijirefs, 

ril Jet bir on myfcif, a while, to draw the Moor apart* 

ThiB unreafonable long; A^tyari^rxnt \i-i.% cwX^vcCv^ v^VwA^i of the 
Triton: A flight tranf^^o^uoii Mi^C\v^tv^^^\^"t^V^i»R\\, vi^^tfc. 
Poet intended. ^, 
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Clown, Marry, Sir, by many a wind-inftrument that 
l know. But, Mailers, here's money for you : and the 
General fo likes your muiick, that he deiires you for 
love*s fake to make no more noife with it. 

Mu/l Well, Sir, we w;ll not. 

Clown, If you have any mufick that may not be heard, 
to't again : But, as they fay, to hear mufick, the Gene- 
ral does not greatly care. 
i.M^f, We have none fuch. Sir. ' 
'Clon.vn, Then put up your pipes in your bag, for PI! 
away. Go, vanifh into air, away. [Exeunt Muf, ' 

Caf. Doft thou hear, mine honeft friend ? 

Clown. No, I hear not your honell friend ; I hear you. 

Caf, Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets, there's a poor 
piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman, that attends - 
the General's wife, be flirring, tell her, there's one Ca/Jso ' 
entreats of her a little favour of fpeech. Wilt thou 
do this ? 

Clown. She is ftirring. Sir ; if fhc will ftir hither, I 
ihall feem to notify unto her. [Exit Clowiu 

Caf. Do, my good friend. 

To hintf fnter lago. 

In happy time, lago. 

lago. You have not been a bed then ? 

Caf. Why, no; the da> had broke, before we parted. 
I have made bold- to fend in to your wife j 
My fuit is, that fhe will to Defdemona 
Procure me fome accefs. 

lago. I'll fend her prefently ; 
And I'll devife a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converfe and bufinefs 
May be more free, [Exiim 

Caf. I humbly thank you for't. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honeft. 

To hlniy enter Emilia. 

j^mI7 Good-morrow, good litxxtetv^iiX., \ ^^5v ^csrcrj 
For your difplcafare ; but all wVlV, Cvxi^, \>^ ^^"^^ ^ 
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The General and his wife are talking of it: I 

And (he fpeaks for you lloutly. The Moor replies^ I 

That he, you hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus^ 

And great affinity ; and that in wifdom 

He might not but refufe^ou. But he protcfts, he loves you j 

And needs no other fuitor, but his likings. 

To bring you in again. 

Caf, Yet I befeech you. 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, 
Give me advantage of fome brief difcourfe 
With Defdemona alone 4 

JEmiL FrsLy you, come in ; 
I will beilow you where you (hall have time 
To fpeak your fepfpm freely. 

Ca/l I'm mad\ bound to you, [Exeunt* 

EnOr Othello, lago, and GMtkmen. 

OtL Thefe letters give, lago^ to the pilot. 
And by him do my duties to the Senate ; 
That done, I will be walking on the works ; 
Repair there to me. 

lago. My good Lord, I'll do't. 

Oih, This fortification, gentlenien, ihall we fec*t ? 

Gent, We'll wait upon your Lordfhip.. [Exeunt^ 

Scene changes to an Apartment in the Palacen 

Enter Defdemona, Cailio,. and iEmilia. 

Z>^/^r> E thou affur'd, good Cc^fpo, I will do 
Jl3 All my abilities in thy behalf. 
JEmlLGood Madam, do: I know, it grieves my hufband 
As if the caufe were his. 

De/, Oh, that's an honeft fellow : doubt not, Caj(j?o, 
But I will have my Lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Ca/i Moft bounteous Ma(i?on\, 
Ifhatcvcr ftiall becota^ of Micbael Caipov ^ 
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He's never any thing but your true fervant. 

De/l I know't, I thank you ; you do love my Lord, 
You've known him long ; and, be you well aflar'd> 
He fhall in ftrangenefs ftand no farther off 
Than in a politick diftance. 

Ca/. Ay, but, lady, 
That policy may either lafl fo long. 
Or feed upon fach nice and waterilh diet. 
Or breed itfelf fo out of circumftances. 
That I being abfent, and my place fupply'd. 
My General will forget my love and fervice. 

De/. Do not doubt that ; before JEmi/ia here, 
I give thee warrant of thy place. Aflure thee, 
iri do vow a friendlhip, I'll perform it 
To the laft article. My Lord ihall never reft 5 
I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience 5 
His bed fhall feem a fchool, his board a Ihrift 5 
I'll intermingle every thing he does 
With Cajio's fuit : therefore be merry, CaJ^o ; 
For thy iollicitor ftiall rather die. 
Then give thy caufe away. 

Enter Othello, and lago, at dlftanU. 

JEmL Madam, here comes my Lord. 

Qaf^ Madam, I'll take my leave. 

Def. Why, ftay, and hear me fpeak. 

Caf, Madam, not now ; I am \^xy ill at.eafc. 
Unlit for mine own purpofes, 

Def. Well, do your difcretion, \Exit Caffio. 

lago. Hah ! I like not that. 

Oth. What doft thou fay ? 

lago. Nothing, my Lord ; or if — I know not what, 

0th, Was not that CaJJio^ parted from my wife ? 

logo, CaJJio, my Lord ? no, fare, I cannot think itt 
That he would Ileal away fo guilty-like. 
Seeing you coming. 

0th, I believe, 'twas he. 

Def, Ho^^ now, my Lord ? 
I have been taiking with a fuitot litie, 
A msn that languiOics in your ^{p\^a£tM:e% 
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0//&. Who is't ycOi mean ? I 

Def. Why, your lieutenant CaJJto. Good my Lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you. 
His prefent reconciliation take. 
For if 'he be not one that truly loi^es you. 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honefl face. 
1 pr*ythee, call him hack. 

0th, Went he hence now ? 

Dcf, I, footh, fo humbled. 
That he hath left part of his grief with me. 
To fuifer with him. Good Jove, call him back. 

0th, Not now, fweet Defdemona ; fome other time. 

Def. But fhall't be fhortly ? 

0th, The fooner. Sweet, for you. 

Def, Shairt be to-night at fuppcr ? 

Oth, Not to-night. 

Def, To-morrow dinner then ? 

Oth, I fhall not dine at home ; 
I meet the Captains at the citadel. 

Def, Why then to-morrow night, or Tuefday mortl. 
Or Tuefday noon, or night, or Wednefday morn, 
1 pr*ythee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days ; in faith, he's penitent : 
And yet his trefpafs, in our common reafon, 
(Save that, they fay, the wars muft make examples 
Out of their beft,) is not almoft a fault 
T' incur a private check. When ihall he come ? 
Tell me Othello, I wonder in my foul. 
What you would aflc me, that I would*deny. 
Or Hand fo mutt'ring on ? what ? Michael Cafjio ! ' ■< 
That came a wooing with you, and many a time. 
When I fpoke of you difpraifingly. 
Hath ta'en your part, to have 10 much to do 
To bring him in ? truft me, I could do much ^ 

Oth, Pr'ythee, no more ; let him come when he will, 
I will deny thee nothing. 

De/. Why, this is not ?l boow •, • 
*Tis as I ihould entreat yow vj^^ct ^o\« ^o^-^. 
Or feed on nourilhing mca.ts» 01 Vlr^^ ^w >«^x».% ^ 
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3r foe to you, to do peculiar profit 

To your own perfon. Nay, when I have foit, 

Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 

tt Ihall be full of poize and difficulty. 

And fearful to be granted. 

OtJ^. I will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon I do befeech thee, grant me this. 
To leave me but a little to myfelf. 

De/. Shall 1 deny you ? no : Farewel, my Lord. 

OtJh. Farewel, my Defdemona^ I'll come ftrait. 

Def. jEmilia^ Come ; be, as your fancies teach you: 
Whatever you be, I am obedient. ^Exeunt. • 

Manent Othello, and lago. 

0th. Excellent Wench ! — Perdition catch my foul, (22) 
But I do love thee ; and when I love thee not. 
Chaos is come again. 

logo. My noble Lord, 

0th, What doft thou fay, lago P 

lago. Did MicJjael CaJ^o, when you woo'd my lady. 
Know of your love ? 

0th. He did, from firft to laft ; why doft thou afk ? 

lago. But for a fatisfadlion of my thought. 
No farther harm. 

0/h. Why of thy thought, lago P 

lago. I did not think, he'd been acquainted with it. 



(22) Excellent Wretch ! Perditi'jn catch my Sou!, 

But I do Icnie thee j &c.] Tho' all the printed Copies con- 
cur in this Reading, I think it is very reafonably to be iufpcftetJ, 
OiheUo Is exclaiming here with Admiration and rapturous Fondneis : 
but Wretch can fcarce be admitted to be ufed, unlefs in CompalTioa 
or Contempt. I make Ao queftion, but the Poet wrote j 

Excellent Wench I «— Perdition catch my Soul, Sec. 

It is to be obferv'd, that, in Shakespeare's time, WckcB, Lafs^ 
anJ Ciri were not ufed in that low and vul^oit Acc^'^X'^Vv^ti ■*.'^ 
they are at this time of day ^ .but "very fiec^utxit\Y >n\V V>\vvvvj« 



Ot\j 
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Oth, Oh, yes, and went between us very oft. 

lago. Indeed! 

0th, Indeed! ay, indeed. Difcern'fl thou aught in that? 
Is he not honeft ? 

lago, Honeft, ray Lord ? 

Oth. Honeft ? ay, honeft. 

lago. My Lord, for aught I know. 

Oth. What doft thou think ? 

lago. Think, my Lord !— — 

Oth. Think, my Lord! why, by heav'n, thou ccho'flmc; 
As if there were fome monfter in thy thought. 
Too hideous to be fliewn. Thou doft mer.n fbmething: 
I heard thee fay but now, thou lik^dft not that^"^^ 
When CaOio left my wife. What did'ft not like ? 
And when I told thee, he was of my counfel. 
In my whole courfe of wooing ; thou cry 'd ft, indeed? 
' And didft contrail and purfe ^hy brow together, 
A« if thou then hadft fhut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou doft love me. 
Shew me thy thought. 

lago. My Lord ! you know, I love you. 

Oth. I think, thou doft : 
And for I know, thou art full of love and honefty, 
And weigh'ft thy words before thou giv*ft them breath, 
Therefore thefe ftops of thine fright me the more : 
For fuch things, in a falfe difloyal knave, 
Are tricks of cuftom ; but, in a man that's juft. 
They're cold dilations working from the heart, 
7'hat paiSon cannot rule. 

lago. For Michael Caffioj 
I dare be fworn, I think, that he is honeft. 

Oth. I think fo too. 

lago. Men ftiould be what they feem. 
Or thofe that be not, 'would they might feem none! 

Oth. Certain, men ftiould be what they feem. 

lago. Why, then, I think, CaJ}to\ an honeft man. 

Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this ; 
I pray thee, fpeak to mt «c^ v^ \Jk;j \is^VixL^%^ 



K^ 
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As tliou doft ruminate ; and give thy worft of thoughts 
The worft of words. 

lago. Good my Lord, pardon me. 
Tho' I am bound to every aft of duty, 
I ani not bound to that, all flaves are free to ; 
Utter my thoughts ! — Why, fay, they're vile and falfe; 
As where's that Palace, whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breaft fo pure. 
But fome uncleanly apprehenfions 
Keep leets and law-days, and in feflions fit 
With meditations lawful ? 

0//&. Thou doft confpire againft thy friend, lago. 
If thou but think'ft him wrong'd, and mak'ft his ear 
A ftranger to thy thoughts. 

lago. I do befeech you. 
Though, I perchance, am vicious in my guefs, » 
(As, I confefs, it is my nature's plague 
To fpy into abufe ; and oft my jealoufy 
Shapes faults that are not;), I in treat you then. 
From one that fo imperfeftly conceits. 
Your wifdom would not build yourfelf a trouble 
Out of my fcattering and unfure obfervance : 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good. 
Nor for my manhood, honefty, and wifdom, . * 

To let yOu know my thoughts. 

Of/j. What doft thou mean ? 

lago. Good name in man and woman, dear my Lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their fouls. 
Who fteals my pur;e,fteals trafh ; *ti5fomething,nothing; 
*Twas mine, 'tis his ; and has been flave to thoufands; 
But he, that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enpehes him. 
And makes me poor indeed. 

Ot^. I'll know thy thoughts 

lago,' You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor ihall not, whilft 'tis in my cuftody. 

OtL Ha ! 

lago. Oh, beware, my Lord, of jesAoM^j •> 
li is a green-ey'd monfler, which do\iv moOs. 
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The meat it feeds on. That cuckold lives in blifs. 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger; 
But, oh, what damned minutes tells he o'er. 
Who doats, yet doubts : fufpedls, yetlirongly loves! 

0th, Oh mifcry ! 

lago. Poor, and content^ is rich, and rich enough ^ 
Bat riches endlefs, is as poor as winter. 
To him that ever fears he (hall be poor. 
* Good heav'n ! the fouls of all my tribe defend 
From jealoufy ! 

0th. Why ? why is this ? 
Think'ft thou, Td make, a life of jealoufy.? 
To tollow mil the changes of the moein . ■ , ^ 
With frefh fufpicions ? Nq ; to boonce.in doiLl)t, 
Is oi;cc to be relolv'd. Exchange me for a goat. 
When I ihall turn thebufinefs of my foul 
To fuch cxfufflicate and blown furmifes. 
Matching thy in rerence. 'Tis not to make me jealous. 
To fay, my wile is fair, feeds well, loves company. 
Is free of fpeech, fings, plays, and dances well ; 
Where virtue is, thele arc moll virtuous. 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The fmalleft fear, or doubt of her revolt ; 
For fhe had eyes, and chofe me. No, lago^ 
I'll fee, before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 
And, on the proof, there is, rio more buttliis, 
Away at once v/ith love, or jealoufy. 

lago, Fm glad of this ; for now. I ihall havcrcafon 
To Ihew the love and duty that I bear you ■ . ' 

Vy ith franker fpirit. Therefore, as Fm bouiid^ 
Receive it from me. I fpeak not yet of proof. • 
Look to your wife, obferve her well with Cajp§\ * 

Wear your eye, thus: not jealous, norfccurc; 
I would not have your free and noble nature 
Out of felf-bounty be abus'd ; look to't. . . 
1 know our country difpoiiricn well ; ' 
In Venice they do let heav'n fee die pranks. 
They dare not flic wt'heuViufcaiv^*-, xViwb^ftconfcience 
Is not to leave' t undone, Wlktt^^vxscE^'wawT^* 
O/A Dolt thou fay fo > - ^ 
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lago^ She did deceive her father, manying you ; 
And when (he fccm'd to ihak€, 'aod fear your leoks, 
5he lov'd them moft, 

0//&. And fo ihedid. 

la^ro. Go to then ; 
She, that, fo young, could give out fuch a feeming 
To fcal her father's eyes up, clofe as oak— — — 
He thought, 'twas witchcraft — but I'm much to blame : 
1 humbly do befeech you of your pardon. 
For too much loving you. 

OfL I'm bound to you for ever. 

lago. 1 fee, this hath a little daih'd your fpirits* 

Otif, Not a jot, not a jot. 

laga, Truft me, I fear, it has : 
I hope, you will confider, what is fpoke 
Comes from my love. But, I do fee, you're mov'd— # 
i am to pray you, not to ftrain my fpeech 
To groifer ittues, nor to larger reach. 
Than to fufpicion. 

OtJlf. I will not. 

Jaga, Should you do fo, my Lord, 
My Q>eech would fall into fuch vile fuccefs. 
Which mythoughtsaimnotat. Ci^^smy worthy frlcnd» 
My Lord, I fee, you're mov'd— 

0//&. No, not much movM 

I do not think, but De/demtma's honefl. 

logo. Long live fhe fo ! and long live you to think fo f 

OtJh, And yet, how nature erring from itfelf 

lago. Ay, there's the point; — as (to be bold with you) 
Not to af(e6; many propofed matches 
Of her own dime, complexion and degree. 
Whereto -we fee in all things Nature tends : 
Poh ! one may fmell, in fuch, a will mofl rank^ 
Poal difproportions, thoughts unnatural, 
fiut, pardon me, I do not in pofition 
©iftindly fpeak of her ; tho' I may fear. 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 
May fall to match you with her coutiXx^ (wxaa^ 
Jknd, haply, /arepent, 
O!^, Farewch iarcwcl: 
V0L. VIU. N 
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If more thou doft perceive, let me know more : 
Set on thy wife t'ooferve. Leave me, lagc, 

lago. My Lord, I take my leave. [( 

Oth, Why did I marry? ■ ■ 
This honeft creature, doubtlefs. 
Sees and knows more, much more, tjian ke nnfb! 

Ia£o, My Lord, I would, I might entreat your H< 
To Kan this thing no farther; leave it to timet 
Altho' 'tis fit that Caffio have his place. 
For, fure, he fills it up with great ability; 
Yet if you pleafe to hold him off awhile. 
You (hall by that perceive him, and his means ; . 
Note, if your lady ftrain his entertainment 
With any ftrone, or vehement importunity; 
Much will be feen in that. In the mean time. 
Let me be thought too bufy in my fears, 
(As worthy caufe I have to fear, I am;) 
And hold her free, I do befeech your Honour. 

Oth. Fear not my government. 

lagon I once more take my leave. ] 

Manet Othello. 
Otb, This fellow*s of exceeding hooefty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned fpirit, 
Of human dealings. If I prove her haggard, 
Tho' that her jefles were my dear heart-firings, 
I'd whiftle her off, and let her down the wind 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for Pm blacky 
And have not thofe foft parts of converfation 
That chamberers have ; or, for I am declih'd-^ 
Into the vale of years, yet that's not much 
She's gone, I am abus'd, and my relief 
Mull be to loath her. Oh the curfe of marriage ! 
That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours. 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad 
And live upon the vapoiir of a dungeon, ^ 
Than keep a corner in the thing I love. 
For others' ufe. Yet 'us tVvt -^U^us of Great Qp 
Prercffativ'd arc rivey\efe tWivx>cv&\i2i^\ 
^Tis de&iay uuftiunna\)U> WJ&fe ^^^x^* 
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Ev'n then, this forked plague is fated to us. 
When we do quicken. De/demona comes ! 

Enter Defdemona and Emilia. 

If fhe be falfe, oh, then heav'n mocks itfelf : 
rU not believe't. , 

l>e/» How now, my dear Othelh ? 
Your dinner, and the generous iflanders, 
By you invited, do attend your prefence. 

0th. I am to blame. 

Def, Why do yoU fpeak fo faintly ? 
Are you not well ? 

Otb, I have a pain upon my forehead here. 

Def, Why, that's with watching, 'twill away again; 
Let me but bind it hard, within 3iis hour 
It will be well. 

Oih, Your napkin is too little; 

[She drops her handkerchief. 
Let it alone : come, 1*11 go in with you. 

Def, 1 am very forry, that you arp not well. [Exeunt* 

Manet i^milia. 

£lmiL I am glad, I have found this napkin ; 
This was her firil remembrance from the Moor ; • 
My wayward huiband hath a hundred times 
WooM me to ftcal it. But fhe ib loves the token, 
(For he oonjur'd her^ fhe fhouldever keep it) 
That ihe referves it evermore about her. 
To kifs and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en oat^ 
And giv't logo ; >^at he'll do with it, 
Heav'n knows, not I: 
I nothing, but to pleafe his fantafy. 

Enter lago. 

lago. How now ? vyhat do you here alone ? 
jEmiL Do not you chide ; 1 have a thing for youi 
Iago» You have a thing for me ? 

It is a common thi-ig 

^m/. Ha/ 

Isfgc. To have a foolifh wife. ,. 

N 2 -^'*'* 
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.£/;;//. Oh, is that all?- what will you give me novi 
For that fame handkerchief? 

lago. What handkerchief? ^ 

-£W. What handkerchief?-—^ 
Why, that the Moor iirll gave to Difitmonai 
1 hat which ^o often ^ou did bid me fteaL 

lago. Haft ftollen it from her? 

Aimil, No ; but (he let it drop by negligence ; 
And, to th' advantage. I, being here, took't up ; 
Look, here 'tis* 

lago, A good wench, give it me. 

^EmiL What will you do w i th't, you have been fo iamcft 
To have me iilch it ? 

lago^ Why, what is that to you ? [Smatching //, 

-AW/. If't be not for fome purpofe of import, 
Give't me again. Poor lady ! (he'll run mod. 
When (he (hall lack it. 

Iag0, Be not you known on't : 
I have ufe for it. Go, leave me— ^ \Exit ^mil« 
I will in Caffio*s lodging lofe this" napkin. 
And let him find it. Trifles light as air 
Are, to the jealous, confirmation? ftrong 
As proofs of holy Writ. This may do fomething« 
The Moor already changes with my poifons : 
Dang'rous conceits are in their nature poifons^ 
Which at the £r(l are fcarce found to diftafte ; 
But, with a little adt upon the blood, 
£urn like the mines of fulphur.— — I did fay (b« 

pfiter Othello. 

Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor mandragora* 
r^or all the drowfy fynips of the world. 
Shall ever med'cine thee to that fwect (leep. 
Which thou hadft yefterday, 

0th. Hal falfe to me! 

JagQ. Why, how now. General ? no more of that. 

Otb, Avant! be gone! thou'ft fct xne on the rack; 
J /vcar, 'tis better to be much abuj'd, 
Thav, but to know a littU, 
/a£(f. JHpw, my LoiO^l ^^^ 
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fitk What fenfe had T of her ftoirn hours of luft ? 
1 faw't not, thought it not, it harm*d not me; 
I flept the next night well; was free, and merry; 
I found not Cajjo's kifles on hel* lips : 
He, that is robb'd, not wanting what is ftoll'n, 
Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 

lago, I am forry to hear this. 

CfL I had been happy, if the general camp, 
U*ioneers and ail,) had tailed her fweet body, 
So I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil mind ! Farewel content ! 
Farewel the plumed troops, and the big wai*. 
That make ambition virtue ! oh, farewel ! 
Farewel the neighing fteed, and the flirill tramp, 
1 he fpirit-flirring drum, th* enr-piercing fife, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumflance of glorious war ! 
And, oh, you mortal engines, whofe rude throats 
Th' immortal Jo^eh dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel ! Otbel/o's Occupation's gone I 

lago. Is't poffible, my Lord ? ' 

0th, Villain, be fare, thou prove my love ^ whorfe; 
Be fure of it: give me the ocular proof, 

[Catching bold en hm^ 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal foul. 
Thou hadft been better have been bom*a dOg, 
Than anfwer my wak'd wrath. 

lago, Is't come to this ? 

Oih. Make me tofee*t; or, at the lead, fo prove it^ 
That the probation bear no hinge, por loop. 
To hang a doubt on ; or, woe upon thy life ! 

lagQ, My noble Lord 

0th. If thou doft flander her, and torture me. 
Never pray more ; abandon all remorfe; 
On horrors hcid horrors accumulate ; 
Do deeds tomakeheav'n weep, all earth ama"z'd5 
For nothing canft thou to dam;iation add. 
Greater than that. 

/a^o. Oh grace I oh heav'n Aef^ii^i TJ^^^ 
dxcfou a man? have vou a fo\A>. ot fc"^fe> ^ . 
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God be w' you; take mine office. — O wretched fool, 

That liv'ft to make thine honelly a vice ! 

Oh mpnftrous world ! take note, take note, oh world, 

'i o be? direft and ^.oneft, is not fafe. 

1 rh iV you for this profit, and from hence 

J jl ijw. no friend, iith love breeds fuch otJencc. 

Vih iN'ay, ftay — thou fhouldft be honell— " 

y.. 'f r Ihould be wife, for honefty's a feci, 
/-r.d ioios what it works for. 

Oth. By the world, 
I think, my wife is honeft ; and think, fhe is not ; 
I think, that thou art juil; and think, thou art not; 
1*11 have fome proof. Her rame, that was as frtfh 
A'i Dlanh vifage, is now bcgrim'dand black 
As my own face. If there be cords, or knives, 
Poifon, or fire, or fufFocating llrcams, 
ril notendure't^ 'Would, J were fatisfied! 

lago. I fee, Sir, you are eaten up with p;.£:cn ; 
I do repent me that I put it to you* 
You would be fatisfied ? 

0th, Would ? nay, and wilK 

lago. And may ; but how ? how fatisfied, my Lord ? 
Would you be fupervifor, grofly gape on ? 
Behold her tupp'd ? 

0th, Death and damnation ! oh! . 

Iffgo, It were a tedious diiEculty, I think. 
To bring" 'tm to that profped : damn them then. 
If ever mortal eyes do fee them bolfter. 
More than their own. What then ? how then I 
What fhall 1 fay? wherc's fatisfadion ? 
It is impoffible you (hould fee this. 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monf^cys. 
As fait as wolves in pride, and fools as crofs 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I fay, 
if imputation and ftrong circumllances. 
Which le^d dircdiy to the door of truth. 
Will give you fatisfa£Vion, you might hav*t. 

Ofh. Give me a living renfon (he's difloyal. 



/a^c, 1 dp not like the office \ 
2tAn 



Hut ince I'jn cnter'd iu Au cv^fe ^^ "^^^ ^ \<,j^^ 
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Prick'd to't by foolilh honcfty and love, 
[ will go on. i lay with Ca^o lately, 
And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I coald not deep.— — 
There are a kind of men, fo loofe of foul. 
That in their fleeps will mutter their aiFain ; 
One of this kind is CaJ^o : 
In flcep 1 heard him fay, *• Sweet Defiemona^ 
" Let us be wary, let us hide our loves 1" 
And- then. Sir, would he gripe, and wring my hand ; 
Cry — ** Oh fweet creature !" and then kifs me hardy 
As if he pluckt up kifles by the roots, 
That grew upon my lips ; then lay his leg 
Over my thigh, and hgh and kifs, and then 
Cry, ** Curfed fate! that gave thee to the Moor." 
Oth, Oh monftrous ! monftrousf 
lago. Nay, this was but his dream. 
0th. But this denoted a fore-gone concluiion ; 
*Tis a flirewd doubt, ^though it be but a dream. 

lago. And this may help to thicken other proofs, 
That do demonftrate thinly. 
Otb. ril tear her all to pieces. 
lago. Nay, but be wife; yet we fee nothing done; 

She may be honeft yet. Tell me but this. 

Have you not fometimes feen a handkerchief. 
Spotted with ftrawberries in your wife's hand ? 
0th, I gave her fuch a one ; 'twas my firft gift. 
lago, I know not that ; but fuch a handkerchief, . 
(I'm fure, it was your wife's,) did I to-day 
See Caffio wipe his beard with, 
0th. U it be that— 
lago. If it be that, or any, if 'twas hers. 
It fpeaks again ft her with the other proofs. 

Oih, Oh, that the flave had forty thonfand lives ! 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge. 
Now do I fee, 'tis true.— *— Look here, Jago^ 
All my fond love tbtts do 1 blow to heav'n : 
*Tis gone ;— - 

A rife, bjack vengeance^ from t\\e \\o\\.o^ \Lfc>X\ 
Yield up, oh love, thy crowik aivd \it wtftd^ x^bci^ta ^ 
N 4 ^^ 
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To tyrannous hate! fwell, bofojoi^ wixh thy (niagit^ 
For 'tis of afpicks* tongues. 

lago. Yet be content. 

Ot/p, Oh, blood, bloody blopdr^ 



lago. Patience, i fay ; your mind rperhapsj^jpsgrchangei 
' Of/j, Never, lago. Like to ihe Poufick fea, 
Whofe icy current and compulfivc courfe^. . . ^, . 
Ne'er feels rctirfng-ebb, but keeps d«c oh' " 
To \]i-i Profoniicky and the Hdleftont: 
Even lb wy bloody thoughts with violent pace 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love^. / 
*Till that a capable and wide revenge i ' ^ 

S^vallow them op;— Now, by yond marble heat'n^ 
In the due rev'renc^ of a.facred vow \Ht knalu 

J' here engage ftry u^rds 

lago. Do not rife yet : [lagO ktOilH 

Witnefs, you ever-burning lights above! 
You elements, that clip us rotmd about! 
Witnefs, that here lago dcth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wTong'cf Othello' i fervice. Let him command, (23) 
Nor, to obey, fhall be in me Remorfc, 
What bloody bufinefs ever. , 

0th, I greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with accepUnce bounte«H^^ 
And will upon the inftant put thee to't: 
Within thefe three days let me hear thee fay. 
That Caffio'^ not alive. 

iago. My friend is dead; , ' ' ' " ., "^ "J 

'Tis done at your requeft. But,, let. her live, !.' '' 

' *■ ...■,'. .vo; ■'.,» 

(23 )^— X^/ iyfin commanJ, 

.4nci to city jhall he in me Hemorfey 

JVhat bloody Bufinefs ever.] Thus, all the old Copicf, to the 
iftanifeft Depravation of the- Poet'ft Senfc. Mr. F#f ^ has attemptdl 
an Emendation, but with his old Luck and I>ext«#ky*' 

VptioobiyfialfbeinmeRetnorfe, &c> • 
3 read, with tht Change cnfy.of a finglei J-ettqr'j, ., .^^ 

Kor, to obey, frail bt in me R<worJe, lc\iv^ . n 
/. c. Letyour caitehiands be evtr {o\Ao<3(^v,¥.«d«>\%5r^TA CiwtMjfAss^ 
Oiall not rcflrain un^i Uom obcvin^xVm* ^^^ 
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Oif/^'. Damh her, lewd Minx ! oh, damn her, damn her I 
Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw 
To furnifh me with fome fwift means of death 
For the fair DevH. Now art thou my Licjutenant.— — 

Itr^o. I am your own' for ev^r. ' [Exmntk 

S C E ^.l^^.amiher JpaKfm^i.in ib< Palace. ' 
Enter Defdemdiia, uEmilia, andCiowa, 

Def. T*\0 you know, firrah,wherel«ieutenantCtf jfJi? lie«? 
xJ Qlo'-ivn. I dare not {iay,.he lie;^ any where, 

Def, Why, m?n ? . : .. ,", , ,. ^^... 

Cl(nun, He's a ioldier ; and fqr me to fayi. j^ ibldiep 
lies, 'tis ftabbing. ,, . .. 

Def, Go to ; where lodges he ? 

Cic-wn. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell yoa 
where 1 lie. 

D:f, Can any thing be made of this / ; 

Clown. 1 know not where he lodges ; and for Bie to 
devife a lodging, ^d fay, he lies here, or he lies ^herei^ 
were to lie in mine own throat. . . y. 

De/. Can you enquire him out? and be edified by 
report ? . .' 

Clo^n, I will catechize the world for him ; that is, 
mal^e quellions, and bid them anfwer. (24) 

Def, Seek him, bid him comd hither; tell- him, I 
have mov'd my Lord on his behalf, and hope, all will 
' be welK 

Clown. To do thiW is within the compafs of man's 
wit, and therefore I will attempt the doing of it. 

. \Exii Clo-wn, 

(z4) Clown. / sufiii catecbii&e the IPorM f;>r kivt ; 

That is t make S^^efiioniy andhy tbumartfiotr.l . 
This C/cwn is a Fool to fome parpQlc. He was to go feck for 
one j he fays, he will as!-: for him, aiM by his ovAi Qncftsous make 
Anfwer. Without doubt, we ^ould read 5 

<ff//'bid fluffs j'tjv/cr. 
M,9,tk€ World ^ tboft, whom he ^\»tft\oM, Vtt^TVoxWnw. 
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Df/. Where (hould I lofc that handkerchief, iEmHia ? 'i 
^Mf/. I know hot, Madiam. I 

De/, Believe me, I had rather have loft my purfe "- 

Pull of Cruzadoes. And but my noble Moor ' \ 

•Is true of mind, and made of no fuch bafenefs 

A« jealous creatures are', it were enough 

To pat him to ill thinking. 

u4?ai//. Is he not jealous ? '" ' 

De/. Who, he ? I thinkj the Sun, where he was bom, 

Drew all futh humours firom him. 
jEfmL Look, where he comes ; 
De/, I will not leave him now, till C/tJpo he 

Call'd to him. How is it with you my Lord ? 

£«/rr Othello. 

OtL Well, my good lady. Oh, hardnefs to diflemble! 
Jlow do you, De/demona ? ' 

De/ Well, ray Lord* 

Oth, Give me your hand ; this hand is moift, my lady. 

De/ It yet hath felt no age, nor known no forrow. 

Otb. This argues fruitfulnefs, arid liberal heart : 

Hot, hot, and moift this hand of yours requires 

A fequefter from liberty ; fafting and prayer. 
Much caftigation, exercife devout ; 
For here's a young and fweating devil here, 
rifhat commonly rebels ; 'tis a good hand, 
A frank one. 

De/ You may, indeed, fay fo ; 
For 'twas that hand, that gave aw'ay m/ heart. 

0th. A liberal hand. The hearts, of old, gave hands ; 
But our new heraldry is hands, not hcr^rts. 

D^/ 1 cannot fpeakof this ; come, now your promife.' 

Ofh» What promife, chuck ? 

De/ I've feut to bid CnJ/io corac fpeak with you. 

0th. I have a fait and forry Rhciim ofTcnds me ; 
Lend me thy handkerchief, 

De/ Here, my Lord. . ,. 

0/h. That, which 1 j^ave you* . . . : 

JOf/. I Jiave it not abom wifc, 
CW. Mot?-^ ^ 



Z>^ No, indeed, my Lord, . i. . .' - 

OtJIf. ThaVs a fault. That handkerchief i ■ ; \ 
Did an Mgyftiam to my mothw give ; r^ < . • , i v- \ '. 
She was a Charmer, and coald ^moft rpad ^ . ^ i ^ : .• f ^ 
The thoughts of people. She told hor* wl^,flie^,(l^jpjkepi^i|;i 
'T would make her amiable, fubdue n\y; f^aij.c.j..'^ >i\ 
Intirely to her love ; but if fte loftf^t,!, , ,j,;,| 1^.,' >■; 
Or made a gift of it, my father-acye. . ^.^ r : v , v, 
Should hold her loathed, and hi» fpirits Ixant ^ 
After new fancies. She, dying, gaveit mje;: .^ .-, 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wir'd, ^ 
To give it her. I did fo ; and take heedon't j— • . 
Make it a darling, like your precious eye j . : / • i :^> 
To lofe't, or give't away, were fjich perdition. 
As nothing elle could match; 

i>c/: Is't poflible ? -^ 

Oih. 'Tis true ; there's magick in the web of it j 
A Sybily that had numbred in the world 
The Sun to courfetwo hundred compaiTes, 
In her prophetick fury few'd the Work : 
The wormi were hallowed, that did breed the filk; 
And it was dy'd in Mummey, which the Ikilful 
Conferv'd of Maidens' hearts. 

Def, Indeed ! is't true ? 

0th, Moll veritable, therefore look to't well, 

Def. Then would to heav'n, that I had never feen't ! 

0th. Haf wherefore? 

Def, Why do you fpeak fo ftartingly, and rafh ? 

OtL Is*tloft? is't gone? fpeak, is it out o'th' way^ 

i>f/.Blefs usl-~- . 

Oth. Say you ? 

Def. It is not loft ; but what, an if it were ? 

O/^. Ha! 

Def, I fay, it is not loft. 

Oth. Fetch'tj let me fcc't. 

Def, Why, fo I can. Sir ; but I will not now.: . J. 
This is a trick to put me from myfuit. 
Fray you, let Caffio be received again. 

Oth, Fetch me the handker<\uef'^tR'^tOAxAm\^^\«^ 

jDcy:Comej yOu'U ne^er mec];r.«tTa^t^%46v^^^^s^ 
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Oit. The handkerchie f , i i ■ - 

De/, A man, that, alii his time,, 
Hath founded his fiood foitnnes on fomr love |: 
Shar'd dangers wida yon^ » 

(0th. The handkerchie f 

Df/l Infooth, you are to blam«« • '' -.i. ^■/.•>^ 

O/^. Away I ■ ' / {B^t ^tiMo^ 

jEmiL'ts not this man jealous;? 

Def. I ne'er faw this before* 
Sure, there's foipe ^vonder in this handkerchief i - 
I'm moll unhappy in the lofs of it. n 

A;mi7. 'Tis not a ye^ry or twp,'fhei^s usainan^^rj 
They are all but ftomachs, and we all but food ; 
They eat us hungerly,'^arid, when thcy-'ri* Ml, 
They belch us. Look you \ Cafflo, and my huibandU 

Enter la^go and Caffio. 
lago. There is no other way, 'tis Ihe muftdo^t; 
And lo, thehappinefs ! go and importune her. 

De/, How now, good C^Jio, what's the news with you^ 
Caf, Madam, my former fuit. I do befeech jquI 
That by your virtuous means I may agaia , - 
Exift, and be a n\ember of his love : 
Whom Iv with all the oiSce of my heart,. 
Intirely honour. I would not be delay'd ; 
If my offence be of fuch mortal kind. 
That not my fervice paft, nor prefent forrows^. 
•Nor purpos'd merit in futurity, ^ " . ^,. 

Can ranfom me into his love again ; j* , . > 

But to know fo, muft be my benefit. 
'So fhall I clothe me in a forc'd content,. 
And fhut ihyfelf up in fome other courfe^ 
To fortune's alms. 

Dr/. Alas ! 'thrice-gentle Cq^o^ 
My advocationis h6t tfovV in^tune; 
My Lord is not my'JLprd': nor fhould I know hisi|. « , yj 
Were he itt favtmr, " a^ in u\imo\w». 2A\^«*dv ^ 

^o help me cycrv f!gU|i t^€i.\^i» . \ ^ , .. , . 
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As I have fpoken for you all my beft ji ' 

And ftood within the k^nk of his difplea/ure, 
For my free fpeech J You. muA ii-rwhile b« Jiatieht i' ' '' 
What 1 can do, I will : and more I will 
Than for my felf I daw* Let that fiifioe yoti> ^ 
Ugo. Is my Lord aagryj?( • : . / > i ' 

JEmit^ H^sVjrent hence but now ; ' * 

And, certainly^ in ftrange ui)<juietiie(s. v^ 

Sago, Can he be iangry f I have feen the quwtoi^ 
When it hath blown his rank« into the airj % 

And, like the Devil, from his very arm , 

Puft his own brother ; ^nd can he be angry ? /. 

Something of moment then ; I will go meet,hi'm : ^ 
There's matter in*t indeed, if he be angry. iSxi$^ 

^Mamm DefdemQna> iEmilia, and Q2M0, ■ ' P 

Def. I pr'ythee, do fo.-^Something, fure, of Stkte, 
Either from Venicey or fome unhatch'd pradlice. 
Made here demonftrable in Cyprus to him^ 
Hath puddled his clear fpirit ; and, in fuch cafes, > 
Mens* natures wrangle with inferior things, , . \ 
Tho* great ones are their objeft. 'Tis cv'n fa. 
For let our finger ake, and it endues 
Our other healthful members with a fenfe 
Of pain. Nay, we muft think. Men are not Gods 5 
Nor of them look for fuch obfervance ahvays,. 
As fits the bridal. Beflirew me much, jEmilia^ 
I was (unhandfome warrior, as I am,) 
Arraigning Kis unkindnefs with "^my foul ;. .v - 
But now 1 find, I had fuborn'd the witncfs^ j, 

And he's indited falfely. 

jEmil. Pray heav'h, it be 
State-matter, as you think; and no conception^ 
Nor jealous toy concerning you. 

,Def, Alas-the-day,^ I never ;|ive him caufe. 

JSmiL But jealous fouls wifl not be anfwer'd ib j 1 
They are not ever jeatoiis for a caiife ', 
But jealou^, 'fdr' they're jealofs. It's'a moniler ■:< 

Begot upon itfdf, born on kfcVf^ . . ,„' " . .. ^ ^^.^ ^ 

/^^ Heav'a keep thitmoniict *fc}caXitfc«U«?i '^v^AX 
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jEmil, Lady, amen. ■ \ 

Df/. I will go feek him. C^JtOy walk hereabout i 
If I do find him fit, Pli move your fuit. 
And feek t* effed it' to my juttermoft. 
Ca/l I humbly thank yoar Lady/hip. 

[Exeunt Defdem. and JEmiLai omidur ; 
Q^SiOf at the <ubir^ • 

SCENE changes to the Street before the Palace, 

Re-enter Caifio, meeting Bianca. 

Bian, QAveyou, friend Ciiffto. 

O Caf, What makes you from home ? 
How is it with you, my moft fair Bianca? 
Indeed, fweet Love, I was coming to your kocie. 

Bian, And I was going to your lodging, Caffio, * 
What ? keep a week away ? leven days and nights ? 
Rightfcore eight hours ? and lovers' abfent hours. 
More tedious than the dial, eightfcore times I 
Oh weary reckoning ! 

Caf, Pardon me, Bianca : 
I have this while with leaden thoughts been preft ; 
But I (hall in a more convenient time 
Strike off this fcore of ab fence. Sweet Bianca^ 

[Giving her Defdemona's Handkerchief, 
Take me this work out. 

Bian, Oh CaJpOy whence came this ? 
This is fome token from a newer friend : 
Of thy felt abfence now I feel a caufe : 
Is't come to this ? well, well, 

Caf, Go to, woman : 
Throw your vile gucfles in the DeviPs teeth. 
From whence you have them". You are jealous now. 
That this is from fome miftrcfs, fome remembrance? 
No, in good troth, Bia?ica, 

Bian. Why» whofe is it ? . . ■ 

Cn/, I know not neither ; I found it in: my chambcv ; 
I like ^ work well ; eve it \>c A^va.^^^, 
As like enough it wiU, r<i\va>it *\\. t^^\^^-. 
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Take it, and do't, and leave me for tbis time. 

Bian, Leave you ? wherefore ? 

Ca/. I do attend here on the General, 
And think it no addition, nor my wilh. 
To have him fee me woman'd. 

Bran. Why,^ I pray you ? 

Caf, Not that I love you not. 

Bian. But that you do not love me ; 
I pray you, bring me on the way a little ; 
And fay, if I fhaU fee you foon at night f 

Caf, 'Tis but a little way that I can bring you. 
For I attend here. But Til fee you foon. 

^/a«. 'Tis very good J I mud be circumilanc'd* [£Ar; 



A C T IV, 

SCENE, a Court before tk Palace, ' 
* Enter Othello, and lago, 

I A G o. 

WILL you think fo ? 
0th, Think fo, lago ? 

logo. What, to kifs in private ? 

Otb, An unauthorized kifs \ * 

lago. Or to bp naked with her friend in bed. 
An hour or more, not meaning any harm ? 

Oih, Naked in bed, lagoy and not mean harm^ 
It is hypocrify againfl the Devil : 
They that mean viituoufly, and yet do fo, 
The Devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heav'n.' 

Jago. Jf they do nothing, 'tis a venial flip : 
But if I give mv wife a handkerchief——— 

Oih, What^then ?■ 

lago. Why then, 'tis hers, «vy Lord-, ^tv^,\i€tsJ'^^^Kt^^ 
She may, I xYAak, beftowU en arty tii2iiv; . ^ . > 
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Ofk She 19 prote Arefft of ber honcmt loo*; 
May ihc give that ? . . , , 

lag0. Her honoar is an eSence that's not feCA^ ■ 
They have it verv oft, that hare it not r 
But for the handkerchie f ^ « : 

0th. By heav'n, I would moft gkdly have forgot it) 
Thou iaid'ft— oh, it comes o'er my memory, ' 
As doth the raven o'er th* irififdeilhoafe. 
Boding to ill, he had my handkerchief.' 

logo. Ay, what of that ? 

Oih. That's not fo good now. 

liigt. What if I fai^ I'd feen him do you wrong f 
Or heard him fay, (as knaves be Aich abroad, (25) 
Who having by their own importunate fuit. 
Or voluntary dotage of fame miibefs, 
Convinc'd or fuppled them, they cannot chufe 
But they mull blab.) 

OtJ^. Hath he faid any thing ? 

lago. He hath. My Lord ; but be you well aflur'd. 
No more than he'll unfwear. 
' 0//^. What hath he faid ? 

Jago, Why, that he aid — I know not what he did— 

Ot/j, What ? what ? 

lago, Lie- 



Ot^. With her ? 

Jago» With her; on her what you will— ^ 

^2^) -'as Krtaves bejuch abroad, 

Jfho hnving by tteir oiun importunate Suit, 

Or 'vclutitar^ Dotage of feme MiftrffSf 

Convinc'd or fuppliecl tkent, canj:vt cb'ufe 

But they mufi bittb.'] I cannot underft»r.d the vnlgar ReadUlfr 
mhich poncfies tiie Copies. My Emendation mak.es tbe Senfe ol- the 
PaHTa^e eafy and intelligible ; that there are ibme fuch long-tonguM 
Knaves in the wmld, who, if they thro* the Force cf Importutttty eX' 
tort a Favour from their Miftrefs, or if thro* Jbtr own fttttfrefs they 
make.her pliant to their Defires, cannot help i>oi*fl:ing of their Sw- 
ccfs. To arfoince, here^ is not, as in the common Acceptation, to . 
make fenfibk o^ the Tuith of any thing by Real'oss ami ArgumenU j 
but to^vtrcomt, ga tbt bttUrof^ &<;. 



Oih. Lie with liicr ! lieon.ker Mic wi^hhc^J- ttaVs' 
fulfome : handkerchief— con fefiion5—haii4i^crc^i^C-^. 
handkerchief— to confefsi and be fcang'4 for his^ labour-— 
Firft, to be hang'd, wad thea-rto confefs !*^I frenabki 
at it — Nature would not/inveil t^erfelf :)^.fiic^'$i^p%y7« 
ing witjxoet ibmeinOtrudiQa. I( \9 not \»tords^ tjjLgt ih^ke 
me thus—pifli-r'nt^s, e«r9>^nd lips— -i&'tpojfibJjftl-T— r4 
confefs ?— handkerchief ^-*■oh devU— [Fmlism^a^r^ttce. 

lago. Work on, -» ; l .^ 

My medicine, work! thus credBlons fool$4irecaug]^t; 
And many worthy and chade dames ev'n thus> . .;,. . 
Alt^giiiltlefs, meet reproach. Whatho^^! my LocdL 
MyLord, Ifay, 0//fc//(>^— ^— . . . u • i V r^ 

■ ■ ■ ; V'! o!.iJi?fi , iSV 

=• £»ttr CaiEo. ■ '•■- •'•■- r ^:yIo/ lU 
\. ). yw '••• 'J 
How now, CajpoB 

C«/ What's the matter ? 

lago. My Lord is fell into an Epilep{y» 
This is the fecond fit ; he had one yefterdajr* ^ 

Caf, Rub him about the temples^ ... 

lago. No, forbear. 
The lethargy mufl have his quiet courfe j 
If not he foams, at mouth, and by and by 
Breaks out to favage madnefs : look, he flir.5« 
po you withdraw yourfelf a little while. 
He will recover flraight; when he is gone, 
[ would on great occafion fpeak with you. [£A-//Caffio* 
How is it. General ? have you not hmt your hpa^.^^ 

0th, Doft thou mock me ? . 'r. 

lago, I mock you not, by heav'n 5 . ; . * 

VV^o«W you would bear your fortune? like a man, 

Oih, A horned man's a monller, and a beaft. 

lagQ. There's manyabeaft* tbcnji inapopulotiscity^ . 
f^nd many a civil monilcr. i t 

OtJh. Did he con fefs it.* • - 

lago. Good, Sir, btf ainan: 
Think, every bearded felIow^;/i:hilty but ip^^^ ,\ 

\Jay draw with you. ' M\lViotiVa\c tvonn^yh^* * 
"hit^t pightly lie in thofe ungtojex \i^^^> >«L\ii$ia 
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Which iKey dare fwear peculiar^ Your cafe is better, 
Oh, 'tis the fpight of hell, the fiend's arch-motk, 
To lip a wanton in a fecure couch ; 
And to fuppofe her chafte. No, let me know> 
And knowing what I am, I know what ihe (hall be. 

OfJb. Oh, thou art wife; 'tis certain. i 

lago. Stand you awhile apart, 
Confine yourfelf but in a patient lift. 
Whilft you were here, o'er-whelmed with your grief,' 
(A paflion moft unfuiting fuch a man.) 
Ca^ came hither. I fhifted him away, 
And laid good 'fcufes on your ecftacy ^ 
Bade him anon return, and here fpeak with me; 
The which he promised. Do but encave yourfelf. 
And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable fcorns, 
That dwell in every region of his face. 
For I will mnke him tell tlie tale anew ; 
Where, ho»v, how oft, how long ago, and when> 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife. 
1 fay, but mark his gefture. Marry, patience ; 
Or I fliall fay, you are all in all in fplcen. 
And nothing of a man. 

Ot/j. Doft thou hear, lago ? 
I will be found moft cunning in my patience; 
But, dofl thou hear, moft bloody ? 

lago. That's not amifs 5 
But ytt keep time in all. Will you withdraw ? 

[Othello nuifbdroMs* 
Now will I queftion CaJJio of Bianca, 
A houfewife, that, by felling her defires. 
Buys herfelf bread and cloth. It is a creature. 
That doats on Cajio ; as 'tis the ftrumpet^s plague 
To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one ; 
Hc» when he hears of her» cannot refrain 
From the exceifs of laughter.^-^— -Here he comes— 

E»i£r C^ffio. . 

As be fliall fmilc, Othello (hall ^o mad; 

And his unbookilh iealou^y tom^ «wv^txx«. 

Poor C^o's fnjiles, ge&ute^, tw^^Vi^xXitV^Qw^ 
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Qyite in the wrong. How do you now, Lieutenant? 

Ca/. The worfer,»that you give me the addition, 
Whofe want even kills me. 

Iiigo. Ply Defdemona well, and you are Aire on*t ; 
Now, if this fite lay in Bianca*^ power, 

[Speaking Icnver. 
How quickly fhould you fpeed ? 

Caf, Alas, poor caitiff! 

0th, Look, how he laughs already. [4fide. 

lago, 1 never knew a woman love man fo.' 

Caf, Alas, poor rogue, I think, indeed, (he loves me. 

0th, Now he denies it faintly, and laughs out. [^JJide, 

lago. Do you hear, Caffio f 

0th, Now he importunes him 
To tell it o'er': go to, well faid, well faid. [JJtde. • 

lago. She gives it out, that you (ball marry her. 
Do you intend it ? 

Caf, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Otb, Do you triumph, Roman? do you triumph? 

[ .4fide. 

Caf, I marry her I— What? a cuftomer r pr> 'thee, 
bear fome charity to ray wit, do not think it io un- 
wholfome. Ha, h?, -ha ! 

0th, So, fo: they laugh that win. [A/lde, 

lago. Why, the cry goes that you fhal! marry her, 

Caf, Pry 'thee, fay true. 

lago, I am a very villain elfe. 

0th,, Have you fcor'd me ? well. \^Afi(le, 

Caf This is the monkey's own giving out: (he is" 
perfuaded, I will marry her, out ot her awn love and^ 
flattery, net out of my promife, 

Oth, lago beckons Hie: now he begins theftory. [Jfde. 

Caf She was here even now : (he haunts me in ev^y 
place, I was the other day talking on the fca-bank wifh 
certain Vemtiansy and thither comes the baubfe, and 
falls me thus about my neck 

Oth, Crying, ** Oh dear Cafjloy as it were :'* his 
gefture imports it. \Afde, 

C/if, So hang's, and lolls, and wte^^ >8c^^Ti "ca&^ '^^ 
Aakes, and pulls mt. Ha, ka, \ka\-*—- ^,. 
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0th. Njow he tells, how ihe pluckt him to my clam-i 
ber : oh I fee that nofe of yours, but not that doc 1 
ihall throw it to. [Apdii 

Caf, Well, I muft leave her company. 

lago. Before me ! look, where fhe comes* 

Enter Bianca. 

Cp/, 'Ti5 fnch another fitchew ! marry, a perfam'j 
one: — What do you mvan by this haunting of me? 

Bian. Let the devil and his dam h;.unt you I what did 
you mean by that fame han kerchief, yoa g^ivc me even 
now ? I was a fine fool to take it : I malt take out &e 
work ? A likely piece of work, that you (hould find it 
in yourchamber, and know not who. left it there. Thi« 
is fome minxe's token, and f muft take out the work? 
there — give it your hobby-horfe: wherefocvcr you had 
it, ril take out no work on't, . 

Caf, How now, my fweet Bianca f how now ? how 
Jiow ? 

0th, By heaven, that fhould be my handkefcliief. 

Stan. If you'll come to fupper to-night, you may; if 
you will not, come when you arc next prepared for. 

\l9Cit. 

la^o. After her, after her. 

Caf. I mall, (he'll rail in the llreeta elfe. 
7rt^«7. V/ill you fup there ? 
Caf, Yes, f intend fo, 

lag/i. Well, I may chance lo fee you j for I would 
very fain fpcak with you. 

C/ij. Pr*ythee, come, will you? 

lego. Go to, fay no more. [Exit CaffiOt 



Moftent Othello, and lago 

Ihall I murder him, lagt ? 
you perceive, Ww >Wi\a\3^^ 
C/b. Oh, lag^l ^^ ., .^ 



\ 



C'b. How Ihall I murder him, Iag9 ? \ 

/{^o. Did you perceive, WwVviV^'^^'.i^ his vice? 



^\>i% 
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Otb, Was that mine ? 

lapo. Yours, by this hand: and to fee how he prizes 
ih^^^olifh woman your wife — She gave it him, and he 
Ittth given it his whore. 

Otb. I would have him nine years a killing: 
A fine woman f a. fair woman 1 a fweet woman ! 
Jago. Nay, you mull forget that. 
0th, Ay, let her rot and peri/h, and be damn'd to- 
night ; for fhe fhall not live. No, my heart is turn'd 
fo ftoDe : I ftrike it, and it hurts my hand. Oh, the 
world hath not a fweeter creature — She might lie by aa 
Empere^r's fide and command him t^Ocs. ^ 
lagf>. Nay, that's not your way. 
Oib, Hang her, I do but {^y what (he is fo deli- 
cate, with her needle.— —An admirable mufician — Oh, 
flic will fing the favagenefs out of a bear : of fo high 
and plenteous wit and invention.^ 
. lago. She's the worfe for all this, 

0th, Oh, a thoufand, a thoufand times : 
And then of fo gentle condition ! — :— - 
lagQ, Ay, too gentle. 
Q/i&. Nay, that's certain. 
But yet the pity of it, laga — Oh, lago^ the pity of it> 

lago 

lagp. If you are fo fond over her iniquity, give her 
patent to offend; for if it touch not you, it comes ni^ar 
no body. 

Otb, I will chop hfir into meffes : cuckold me ! 
Jago. Oh, 'tis foul in her. 
Oth, With mine officer! 
. lago. That's fouler. 

0th, Get me fome poifon, Jago^ this night ; I'll not 
expoftuiate with her, left her body and he^ beauty uu- 
provide my mind again ; this night, lago, » ' 

lago. Do it not with poifon, flrangle her in her bed, 
Ev'n in the bed fhe hajth contaminated. 

0th, Good, good; ^ 

The Juftice of it pleafe^s ; very good. 

l€tgo. And i^ CaJpOi let n\« be \\\^ \ixvi«\."afeKt \ * 
You (hall bear more by midnirfit. \A Trumpet ^wUV^m, 
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Otb. Excellent good :— What trumpet is that fam«? 
lago^ Something from /^i?»/>^, fure. *Tis Lodovico' 
Come from the Duke : and, fee, your wife is with him, 

Ef/ier Lodovico, Defdemona, and j^tte/tdantSf frm ik 
Pa/ace. 

Loif, Save you, worthy General. 

Ot/j, With all my heart, Sir. 

Loii, The Duke and the Senators of Fenic^ greet yoD 

[^Gi'ves him a utta 

0th, 1 kifs the inllrument of thek pleafures. 

Def. And what's the news, gcod coxk^m^Lodo'vico F 

lago, 1 am very glad to fee you, fignior. 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

I.od, I thank you ; how does lieutenant Cajfio ? ^ 

lago. Lives, Sir. 

Dtf, Coufin, there's fallen between him and my Lor 
An unkind breach : but you (hall make all well. 

Otb, Are you fure of that ? \Afil 

Def. My Lord ? 

0th, This fail you not to dc^ asytu ov///— — [Reads 

Led, He did not call ; he's bufy in the paper. 
Is there divifion 'twixt my Lord and Caffio? 

Def, A moil unhappy one ; I would do much 
T' attone them, for the love I bear to Cafio, 

Qth, Fire and brimflone ! 

De/. My Lord ! _ 

0th. Are you wife ? 

Drf. What, is he angry ? 

Lod. 'May be, the letter movM him. 
For, as I think, they do command him home. 
Deputing CaJ/to in his government. 

De/. "I'ruft me, I am glad on't. 

0th. Indeed! [Jfid 

De/. My Lordf 

0th. I am glad to fee you mad. 

De/ Why, fweet Othel/o ? 

Oth. Devil!— {Striking ht. 

Def. I have not deCetVd t\v\^. ^ 

Lod. Uy Lord, this woxxU Tvov\i^\i^\v«^'^\^;^«^ 
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Though I /hould fwear, I faw't. 'Tis very much ; 
Make her amends, ihe weeps. 

OtJh. Oh devil, devil ! 
If that the earth could teem with woman's tearp. 
Each 6fopi file falls, would prove a crocodile : 
Out of my figh t ■ 

De/l I will not ftay t'offend you. [Goin^l 

Lod, Truly, an obedient lady : - 
J do bcfeech your Lordlhip, call her back^ 

,0th, Miflrefs, 

Def My Lord. 

Oih. What would you with her. Sir? 

Lod, Who, I, my Lord ? . 

0th. Ay; you did wifh, that I would make her turn j 
Sir, fhe can turn and tum, and yet go oa; 
i\nd turn again. And Ihe can weep. Sir, weep; 
And ihe's obedient: as you fay> obedient; 
Very obedient — ^pix>ceed you in your tears- 
Concerning this. Sir, — ^oh well -painted paffion !— — 
I am commanded home — get you away, 
rU fend for you anon, •-»- Sir, I obey the mandate. 
And will return to ^i?w/V^.— Hence, avant!-^ 

[Exit Defdi 
Cajjo fhall have my place. And, Sir, to-night 
I do entreat that we may fup together. 
You are welcome, Sir, to Cy^rw— 
Goats and monkies ! [Exit^ 

Matient Lodovico, and lago. 

Lod, Is this the noble Moor, whom our full Senate 
Call all-ijj-all fufficient? this the Nature, 
Which paffion could not ihake ? whofe folid virtue (26) 

The^ 

(»6) nvbvje fol'td Virtue ' , 

^he Shot of Accident nor Dart o/Chance 
Could neither %Tize nor pierce.] But it is no Commendation 
to the mo'\ 1' lid Virtue tp be free from the Attacks of Fortune : 
but that it is fo impenetiable as to fuffer no Impreflion.* Now, to 
graJtie, lignifics, only to tojch the Superficiei of any thing. That i& 
the Attack of Yortunt: And by that Vwtu<i vs U'^t.^, \i>aX \i^\. ^v^- 
credited, We ou^ht certainly thcrcfotc \.0 1«^^> 

Can neither raze nor pUrctn , .^ 
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The (hot of accident, nor dart of change. 
Could neither raze, nor pierce ? 

lago. He is much chang'd. 

Led. Are his wits fafc? is he not light of brain ? 

lago. He'swhauhe is; I may not breathe my cenfurc# 
What he might be, if what he migjit he is not, r 
X would to heaven, he were ! \ . \ / 

Lod, What, ftrike his wifely . . , 

lago. 'Faith, that was not fo well ; yet ^woold 1 b^qVf 
That ftroke would prove the worft. 

Led. Is it his uie ? 
Or did the letters work upon his blood* , 

And new-create this feult? ,,, 

lago. Alas, alas! 
It is not honefty in me to fpeak 
What I have feen and known. Yon (hall obferve hiirit 
And his own courfes will denote him fo. 
That 1 may fave my fpeech. Do but go after^ 
And mark how he continues. 

Lod. I'm forry, that I am deceived in him, . [Examt. 

I. e. neither lightly touch opoai nor pierce into*. The ignorant 
Tranfcribers being acquainted witli thePiirafex>ftf£»Z/^^<nc/ff^^and 
Bbot being mentioned in the Line before, they corrupted the true 
Word. Beiidcs, we do net fay^^^^x^ a Thing j \yst graxewii. 

Mr. JVarburfn^ 

I have ventured to attack another Part of this Sentcjnce, which 
my ingenious Friend fljped over, I cannot fee, for my Heart, the 
Difference betwixt the Shot of Accident and Dart of Chance. The 
Words, and Things, they imply, are purely fynonymous j but that 
the Poet intended two different Things, (etxm plain from the rf/- 
xretive Adverb^ Chance may afflict a Man in fome Circumftancet; 
hut other DiftreHes are to be accounted for from a different Caufie. I 
am perfuadedt our Author wrote j 

The Shot o/" Accident, nor' Dart 0/ Change, &c. 
And, in a number of other Places, our Poet induflriouny puts thefe 
two Words in cppofition to each othert 
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SCENE changes to an Apartmtnt in tht Palac^^ 

Enter Othello and ^Emilia, 

Otb. T7 O U have fccn nothin? then ? 

JL uEmiL Nor ever heard, nor ever d'd fufpcfl. 

Otb. Yes^ you have fcen Caffio an^l her together. 

JBmii. But then I law no h: rm ; ar.a then I heard 
Each fy liable, that breath ira.^e up between them. 

Otb, What ? did they never whifper ? 

jEmii, Never, my Lord. 

0th, Nor fend you out o' th* way ? 

JEmil, Never. 

OtbJVo fetch her fan,her gloTes,hermafk,nor nothing? 

JEmiL Never, my Lord 

Otb. That's ftrangc ! 

'JBmiL I durft, my Lord, to wager fhe is honeft* 
Lay down my fool at flake : if you think other^ 
Remove your thought, it doth abufe your boibia. 
If any wretch hath put this in vour head. 
Let hcav'n requite it with the wrpent*s curfcl 
For if fhe be not honeft^ chafte and true, 
There's no man happ/; the pureft of their wives 
Is foul as ilander. 

0th, Bid her come hither, go. [Exit iEmilla.' 

She fays ^ough ; yet (he's a fimple bawd. 
That cannot fay as much. This is a fubtle whore^ 
A clofet lock and key of villainous fecret« ; 
And yet (he^l kceel, and pray : I've (etn her do't. 

Enter Defdemona and ^Emilia. 

Def, My Lord, what is your will ? 

Oth, Pray you, chuck, come hither. 

Def, What is your pTeafure ? 

Oih. Let me fee your eyes ; look in my face. 

Def. What horrible fancy's this ? 

Otb. Some of your funftion, miftrefs \ 
Leave procreants alone, and ftvut t)aR dow^ 
Cough, or cry, hem, if any bodv com^. ^_ 

voL.vin. ' o ^^ 
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yourmyftery,yourmyftcry;— nav,difpatch. r£v//^B 

Dtf. Upon my knee, what doth your fpcccn import 
I underftand a fury in your words. 
But not your words. 

0th. Why ? what art thoa ? 

Def, Your wife, my Lord ; your true and loyal wife 

0th, Come, fwear it; damn thyfelf ; left, beine like <M 
Of heaven, the devils themfelycs ihould fear toieize thi 
Therefore be double-damn'd; fwear, thou art honeft. 

D((f. Heav'n, doth truly know it, 

0th. Heav'n truly knows. 
That thou art falfe as hell. 

Def. To whom, my Lord ? 
With whom ? how am I falfe ? 

Oth. Ah, Defdemona ! zv/SLy, av/sty, away 

Def. Alas, the heavy day ! why do you weep ? 
Am I the motive of thcfe tears, my Lord ? 
If, haply, you my father do fufpea 
An inftrument of this your calling back^ 
Lay not your blanie on me ; if you have loft him. 
Why, I have loft him too. 

Oth, Had it pleas'd heav*n 
To try me with afflidion, had be rain'd 
All kind of fores and ihames on my bare head, 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips, 
Giv'n to captivity me and my hopes ; 
I Ihould have found in fome place of my foul 
A drop of patience. But alas, to make me 
A fixed figure for the hand of fcorn 
To point his flow and moving finger at 
Yet could I bear that too, well, very well. 
But there, where I have garner 'd up my heart, 
Where either I muft live, or bear no life. 
The fountain from the which my current runs. 
Or elfe dries up ; to be difcarded thence ; 
Or keep it as a cillcrn, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in : Turn thy complexion there, ( 

Patiei 

J27) -i- - T ttrn tb^ Com^lex'ion tljere^ 

Patience, thou young and roli-l\(d^OQvr\i\iin\ 

I here i09k grim atHclll TY.^ Vo^x m-iifcfc^ «». K^ft* 
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Cadence, thoo young and rofe-lip'd cherubin ; 
^y, there, look grim as hell. 
De/, I hope, my noble Lord efteems me honeft. 

Oih, Oh, ay, as fummer flies are in the fhambles. 
That quicken ev'n with blowing. Oh thou wccd^I 
Who art fo lovely fair, and fmeirft fo fweet. 
That the fcnfe akes at thee- 
'Would, thou hadft ne*er been born ! 

D^. Alas, what ignorant fin have I committed ? 

O/it.- Was this fair paper, this moft goodly book 
Made to write whore upon ? what, what committed ? 

Committed ? ho, thou publick commoner ! 

I (hould make very forges of my cheeks. 
That would to cinders burn up modefiy, 
Did I but fpeak thy deeds. What, what committed ? 
Heav'n ftops the nofe at it, and the moon winks ; 
The bawdy wind, that kiiTes all it meets. 
Is huih'd within the hollow mine of earth. 
And will not hcar't^ What committed ?-— —Impudent 
Strumpet ! 

De/, By heav'n, you do me wrong. 

OtHf. Are not you a ftrumpet ? 

De/. No, as I am a chriftian. 
h to preferve this veffel for my Lord 
From any other, foul, unlawful, touch. 
Be not to be a ftrumpet, I am none. . 

0/i&. What, not a whore ? 

De/ No, as I fhall be faved. 

OtL Is't poffible ? 

De/ Oh, heav'n forgive us ! 

Patience Z9 a Goddefs ; and is fupposM to make Otb<3o bid hot 
turn her Complexion and Cherubin's Looks, becaufe he looks as 
grim as Hell upon the occafion. But I am perfuaded, the Text 
has bee^ all along llightly corropted, by miftaking / in the laft 
Verl'e for the Pronoun ot thtfrfl Perfon: whereas, in our Author's 
days, it likewife ftood for the Aiverb of affirming. As I have re- 
form'd the Text, a proper Contra ft is reftor*dj and Patience is 
urg'd not only to turn her Complexion, lo Axo^ xVvfe \^*t^ \^^t^ 
f-Za Cherub, but to put on the grim Af|e(\ «i[ flLTvttt^* 
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Otb, I cry you mercy, then. i 

I took you for that cunning whore of Fenict, I 

That married with Othello \ 

Enter Emilia. ■ 

You, miftrefs. 

That have the office oppofite to St. Peter^ 

And keep the gate of he il ; You ! you ! ay, you ! 

We have done our courlc, there's money for your pains; 

I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counfel. [£;r//. 

^miU Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ? 
How do you, madam ? how do you, my good lady ? 

Z>^/*Faith, halfalleep. 

^miL Good madam, what's the matter with my Lord? 

Def, With whom ? 

jEmil, Why, with my Lord, madam ? 

De/, Who is thy Lord ? 

jEmil, He that is yours, fweet lady. 

Def, I have none ; do not talk tome, Emilia. 
f cannot weep ; nor anfwer have I none. 
But what fhould go by water. Pray, to-night 
Lay on my bed my wedding (heets, remember ; ' 
And call thy hufband hither. 

JEmil, Here's a change indeed ! [Exit* 

Def, *Tis meet I ihould be ufed fo, very meet : 
How have I been behav'd, that he might flick 
The fmalPfl opinion of my leaft mifufe f 

Enter lago, and JEvAMz, 

lagcJ^hzt is your pleafure, Madam ? how is't with yoof 

Def, I cannot tell ; thofe, that do teach your babes, 
Do it with gentle means, and eafy taiks ; 
He might have chid me fo : for, m good faith, 
I am a child to chiding. 

lago. What's the matter, lady ? 

jEmU. Alas, lagoj my JjOrd hath fo bewhor'd hefj 
Thrown fuch delpight ai^d heavy terms upon her, 
ThsLt true hearts camaot V«lx ix» . 
i^^ Am I- that name, lago ? 
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lago. What name, fair lady ? 

t>e/. Such, as, fhe faid, my Lord did fay I was. 

jEmil. He caird her whore ; a beggar in his drink. 
Could not have laid fuch terms upon his callet. 

lago. Why did he fo ? 

Def, I do not know ; I'm furc, I am none fuch. 

lago. Do not weep, do not weep ; alas, the day ! 

^miL Hath fhe forfook fo many noble matches ? 
Her father ? and her country ? and her friends ? 
To be caird whore ? would it not make one weep ? 

Def, It is my wretched fortune. 

//i^tf.Befhrew him for't! how comes this trick upon him? 

Def Nay, heav'n doth know. 

jEmil. I will be hang'd, if fome eternal villain. 
Some bufy and infinuatmg rogue. 
Some cogging, cozening Have, to ^et fome office. 
Has not devis'd this flander ; I'll be hang'd elfe. 

lago. Fie, there is no fuch man ; it is impoffible. 

Def. If any fach there be, heav'n pardon him ! 

^miL A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones! 
Why fhould he call her whore ? who keeps her company I 
What place ? what time ? what form ? what likelihood ? 
The Moor's abusM by fome mofl villainous knave, 
Some bafe notorious knave, fome fcurvy fellow. 
Oh heav'n, that fuch companions thou'dft unfold. 
And put in every honeft hand a whip. 
To lafh the rafcal naked through the world, 
Ev'n from theeaft to th' weft ! 

lago. Speak within door. 

JLml. Oh, fie upon them ! Some fuch 'fquire he was. 
That tum*d your wit the feaniy fide without ; 
And made you to fufpedl me with the Moor. 

lago. You a^e a fool ; go to. 

De/l Alas, lago. 
What Ih all I do to win my Lord again ? 
Good friend, go to him; by this light of heav'n,. 
I know not how I loft him. Here-J kneel; [KneeHng. 
If e'er my will did trefpafs 'gainft his love. 
Or in difcourfe, or thought, or ad-uaV ^ttJi % 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, ot ativ fc^fc, ^ _ 

O 3 \>€{vi^w 
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Delighted them on any other form ; 

Or diat I ido not yet, and ever did, ^ 

And ever will, though he do fhake me off 

I'o beggarly divorcement, love him dearly, 

Com fori forfwear me ! Unkinclnefs may do much; 

An-.^ his unkindnefs may defeat my life, 

£ut never taint my love. I can't fay, iji-hpre ; 

It does abhor me, now I fpeak the word ; 

To do the a£t, that migfit ch' addition earn. 

Not the world's mafs of vanity could make me. 

lago. I pray you, be content ; 'tis but his humour ; 
The bufinefs of the Stat^does him offence. 
And he does chide with you. 

Def» If 'twere no other,- 

lago. It is but fo, I warrant. [Trumftts^ 

Hark, how thefe inilruments fummon to fupper \ 
The meflenger oi Venice ftays the meat ; 
Go in, and weep not ; all things (hall be well. 

[Exeunt Defdemona^iW Emilia. 

Enter Rodorigo, to lago. 

How now, Rodorigo ? 

Rod, I do not find, that thou deal'd juftly with me. 

lago. What in the contrary ? 

Rod, Every day thou doft'ft me with fome device, 
lago ; and rather, as it feems to me now, keep'ft from 
me all conveniency, than fuppliefl me with the lead 
advantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure 
it. "Nor am I yet perfuadcd to pat up in peace what 
iilready I have foolifhly fofFer'd. 

lago. Will you hear me, Rodorigo^ 

Rod. 'Faith, I have heard too niuch ; and your words 
and performances are no kin together. 

lago. You charge me moft unjuftly. 

Rod, With nought but truth : I have wafted myfelf 
out of my means. The jewels you have had from me, 
to deliver to Defdemona^ would half have corrupted a 
A^otarift. You have told me,^ (he hath receiv'd them, 
and returned me expt&adon^ ^ccvd. comforts of fudden 
Tch^et aad acQuittancc •, \>\xt \ i«A x«Vi. 
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la^. Well, CO to; very well. 
JioJ, Very well, go to ; I cannot go to, man, nor ^tis 
Dot very well ; nay, I think, it is fcorvy, and begin to 
find myfelf fob'd m it. 
Jago, Very well. 

Rm/, I tell you, 'tis not very well. I will make my- 
felf known to De/demona: If ihe will return me my 
jewels, I will give over my fait, and repent my un- 
lawful follicitation : if not, afiure yourfelf, I will ieek 
fatisfa£lion of yon. 

lago. You have faid now^ 

RoJ. Ay, and laid nothingn but what, I protcft in- 
tendment of doing. 

lago. Why, now, I fee, there's mettle in thee; and 
even from this inftant do I build on thee a better opinion 
than ever before. Give me thy hand, Rodorigo^ thou 
haft taken againft me a moil jufl exception ; bat, I pro- 
teft, I have dealt moft direaly in thy affair. 

Rud, It hath not appear'd. 

logo. I grant, indeed, it hath not appear'd ; and your 
fufpicion 18 not without wit and judgment. But Ro- 
dwrigoj if thou haft that in thee indeed, which I have> 
greater reafon to believe now than ever, (I mean,purpofe, 
courage, and valour) this night ihew it. If thou the next 
night following enjoy not De/demona^ take me from this 
world with treachery, and devife engines for my life. 

Rod.WtW ; what is it ? is it within reafon andcompafs ? 

Jagfi, Sir, there is efpecial commiffion come from Ve- 
nice to depute Caffio in Othello^s Place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why, then Otbello and De/demona 
return again to Fenice. 

lago. Oh, no ; he goes into Mauri tan/ a f and taketh 
away with him the fair De/demona, unlefs his abode be 
linger'd here by fome accident : Wherein none can be 
fo determinate, as the removing of CaJ/io, 

Red, How do you mean removing him ? 

lago. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello* & 
Place; knocking out his t>rains. 

Rod, And that you would have me to do ? - 

Jajfo, Ay, if you dare do youtttVi tt^ ^xv^^^^kA. ^.xvgsN^- 
O A ^' 
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He Tups to-Bight wi:h a harlot; and tjiither will I go to 
him. He knows not yet of his honourable fortune; if 
you w'li watch his goirg thence, (which I will fafhion 
to fall out between twelve and one) you may take him 
at your pleafure. I will be near to fecond your attempt, 
and- h*^ fliall fill between us. Come, ftand not amaz'd 
at it, but go along with ine; I will fliew you fuch a | 
neceffity iii his d^Jith . that you fhall think yourfelf bound 
to put it on him. It is now high fupper-time ; and the 
night grows to wafte. About it. I 

Rod. I will hear further i eafon for this, 
logo. And you fhall be fatisfied. [Exeunt. 

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Defdemona, iEmilia, 
and Attendants, » 

Lod. I do befeech you. Sir, trouble yourfelTno further. 

Ot^, Oh, pardon me; 'twill do me good to walk. 

Lod. Madam, good-night; 1 humbly thank your 
ladylhip. 

De/. Your honour is mofl welcome. 

0//&. Will you walk. Sir ? oh De/demena .'—— 

De/, My Lord. 

OtJif, Get you to bed on th' inftant, I will be rcturn'd 
forthwith ; ilifmifs your attendant there ; look, it be 
done. [£;e/V. 

.Def. I will, my Lord. 

jSimil. How goes it now ' he looks gentler than he di J. 

De/, He fays, he will return incontinent ; 
And hath commanded me to go to bed. 
And bid roe to difmifs you. 

JEmiL Difmifs me ? 

Def, It was his bidding ; therefore, good ^mtliay 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu. 
We muft not now difpleaie him. 

jEmiL I would, you had never feen him ! 

Def, So would not I ; my love doth fo approve him, 
That ev'n his ftubbornnefs, his checks, and frowns, 
fPr'ythee, unpin me) have grace and favour in them. 
^miL I have laidtlio^eftitets^^cixxV^&R.TSvft^^ti the bed. 
De/.k\V^ one : good faiYvcv\\vo>« i^OCx'&v^x^^^a^s:^^^^ 
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If I do die before thee, pr'ythee, Ihroud me 
Inoncofthefe fame fheets. 

jEmil. Come, come; you talk. 

De/l My Mother had a maid call'd Bar^arar / ^ 
She was in love; and he, (he lovM, proy'dnudt ■ 
And did forfake her. She had a fone oiwiUo^,^^ ;.. 
An old thing, 'twas, but it exprefs'aher fortaqq^j.. ^ 
And (he dy'd finging it. That fong to-night,. • 
Will not go from mv mind ; Tve much ado^ 
But to go hane my head all at one fide. 
And fing it like poor Barbara. Pr'ythce^ di^tch. 

^miL Shall I go fetch your night-gown ? 

Def. No, unpin me here ; 
This Lodwico is a proper man. 

^mih A very handfom man, 

De/. He fpeaks well. 

jSmiL I know a lady in Femci would Have Walk'd 
barefoot to PaUftine for a touch of his nether lip. 

Dcf. Th^ pow foul fat finging hy a fycamon^treey 

Sing all a green tuillonv • [Singing, 

Her hand on her hofom^ her head on her knee^ 
Sing ^llotw, luillo^y •ivillo'w : 

iCbe frefl} fir earns ran by her^ and murmured her moans ;• 
Sing twilloi»i &c. ^ 

Her fait tears fell from her, and foftned the ftones ; 
Sing ^llvwy &c. 

Willow, fwilhw, &c. 

(Pr'ythec, hye thee, he'll come anon,) 
Sing alt a green ivillo'w mufi bemy garland. 

Let no body blame him, his farn I approve* 
Nay that's not next— Hark, who is it that knocks i' 

jEmil. It's the wind. 

Def. / caiVd my lovefalfe love; hut hxfhatfaid hi then ^ 
Sing twilloiVf &C. 

If I court more ivomen^ you* II couch" with, more men^. 
So, get thee gone, gooi-nigjit,;^ jcnin^ eyes? 4? itcb^ 
Doth that bode weeping? . ! 

"JEiniL 'Tis neither here nor there. 

Def, I have heard i; faid fo •, oV^^^^^ Ta^xi>^^^^'aNK^^ 
i)o^- tiiou in confcience think, tA\ m^> j£nu\\av 

OS. ^ 
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That there be women do abofe their huCbands 
Jn fach grofs kind ? 

j£miL There be foiae fuch, no queftion. 

Di/, Wouldft thou do fuch a deed for all the world ? 

JBml. Why, would not you ? 

M'. No, by this beav'nly light. 

^miL Nor I neither, by t\m heav'nly light : 
Iftinight do't as well i'th' dark. 

DU. Wouldft thou do fach a d<ied for all the world ? 

jEmil. The world is a hare thing, 
It is a gk-eat price, for a fmalT vice. 

Dff.in troth, I think, then wouldfl not. 

jEmiL In troth, I think, I (hould ; and undo't, when 
I had done. Marry, I would not do fuch a thing for a 
joint-ring, nor for meafures of lawn, nor for gowns, 
petticoats, nor caps ; nor any petty exhibition. But for 
all the whole world ; why, wno would not make her 
hufband a cuckold, to make him a monarch ? I ihould 
venture purgatory for't. 

Def. Befhrew me, if I would do fuch a wrong 
Por the whole world. 

JEmiL Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'th' world ; 
and having the world for your labour, 'tis a wrong in 
your own world, and you might quickly make it right.. 

Def. I do nor think, the.e is any luch woman. 

j^miL Yes a dozen ; and as many to th' vantage, as 
Would flore the world they play'd for. 
But, I do think, it is their huIbanLs' faults. 
If wives do fall : fay, that they flack their duties. 
And pour our treafurcs into foreign laps ; 
Or elfe break out in pecvifli jealoufies, 
Throwing rellraint on us ; or fay, they ftrike us. 
Or fcant our former having in defpight ; ' 
Why, we have galls, and though we have fome grace. 
Yet have we lome revenge. Let hulbands know. 
Their wives have fenfc like them ; they fee and fmeli. 
And have their palates both for fweet and four. 
As hafbands have. Whg^t is it that they do. 
When they change us for ot\v^t%^ \%\\.^^iiia 
I think, it is ; aad doth aSetooii\>t^^^ H^^ ^^^^^ 
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I think, it doth : is't frailty, that tfc«s err j V '] • j '' J' 
It is fo too. And hare not we aiFedions f^ ■ - ' '^ 

Defires for fport ? and frailty, a« mfeii have^? ■ ." 
Then let them ufe us well; elfe let th*ili know, v J^ 
The ills we do, their ills inftruft us to..\ ' .v.^^^Ss 
Def. Good-nightjgood-night; heav^ii'iaeTuc^liredidnd, 
Not to pick bad from bad ; but by^ited^ mendT! fffj^«/. 

ACT V» 
SCENE, a Street before the Palace. , 
Enter lago and Rodorigo. 

J A G O. 

HERE, (land behind this bulk. Straight will he come : 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home ; 
Quick, quick, fear nothing ; Pll be at thy elbow. 
It snakes us, or it marrs us : think on that. 
And fix moft firm thy refolutioo. 

Rod, Be near at hand, I may mifcarry in*t. 
. lago. Here, at thy hand; be bold and take thy fword. 

Rod, I have no great devotion to the deed. 
Yet he hath giv'n me fatisfying reafons ; 
*Tis but a man gone. Forth, my fword ; he dies, 

[Stands apart. 

logo. I've rubb'd this young knot almolt to the fenfe, 

(a8) And 

■ \%%) Fvt ruWd^bisycuttzCnzt ahnofi to the Senfi, • 

Ami be grows angry?] The rubbing a GmA to Senfe, isj I 
believe, an Experiment that never was communicated even to th^ 
Ryai Soriety. The leaft Frication, on the contrary, would ni)t only 
rub him out of all Senfe, but out of Life into the Bargain. The old 
Quarto's have 'it,S^at: a Word, which, J coufefs, I am ah/oiutely 
4 Stranger t^ I have ventured to coptjc^lure, 

/V/ rubb'd t bis young YjaxAy ^c. 
The Knaf, or Kmt, is a fmaU Biid, ^\tiixA>a\ N»\\Jct \», \^\:vta^^ 
/fiu and Xaecajbir4 : which toot \x* wMWt, ^^ Cat*tA»ti \«^^^ ^^ 
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And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Cit0§, 

Or CaJ/!o him, or each do kill the other, 

Every way makes my gain. Live Rodorigo, 

He calls me to a reflitution large 

Of gold and jewels, that I bob'd from him. 

As gifts to Defdemona. 

It muft not be. . If Ca(Jjo do remain. 

He hath a daily beauty in his life. 

That makes me ugly ; and, befides, the Moor 

May unfold me to him ; there ftand I in peril ; 

No, he muft die.* Be it fo ; I hear him coming* 

^nt'er Caffio* 

Rod. I know his gait ; 'tis he : villain, thou diefl. 

\He runs at Caflio, and ^wounds hint^ 
Caf, That thru ft had been mine enemy indeed. 
But that my coat is better than thou know'ft. 
I will make proof of thine. 

[Fight. lago cuts Caflio behind in tht Legy. and tidt, 

[Then Rodorigo and Caffio/^?//. 
Rod. Oh, I am ilain. 
Caf. Vrti raaim'd for ever ; help, hoa I murder, murder! 

Enter Othello aho^e at a Windoio. 

0th. The voice of Cajjjio^ lago keeps his word. 

Rod. Oh, villain that I am I 

0th. It is even fo. 

Qaf, Oh, help, ho ! light ! a furgeon T— 

0th. 'Tis he I oh brave lago, honeft and juft, 
That haft fuch noble fenfe of thy friend's wrong ; 
Thou teacheft me— Minion, your -dear lies dead; 
And your fate hyes apace.— Strumpet, I come : 
From ofFmy heart, thofe charms, thine eyes, arc blotted : 
Thy bed, luft ftain'd ihall with luft's blodd be fpotted. 

[Ej^ii Othello. 

^% being a deiioious Morffcl with Kij>g Canute, who was likewife 
tailed KnoHt. This bird, beXtv^ ct\c^ \»U.t«., as C'efner tells us, is 
above aJi others tame anA tTa€\aV>\t. \u VtA^ \«.^^«:^*^^^si\^^^«>^?K 
Modsngo^z Charaaer, an eaJy, mw.a^«.\>V>.^vx\Vi» 
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Enter Lodovico ami GrzU^uo,, at, a Hft^nncti 

Caf, What, ho ! no watch? nopaffage ? murder, mixnler! 

Gra. 'Tis fome mifchance; the voic^ j? very iwfxkl, 

Caf. Oh help r 

Lod. Hark! . ^'^ ,. ; • 

Rod. O wretched villain ! ' ' " * ' . ' ,^ . 

Lod, Two or three .grOans. It is a h^ivy night; ; 
Thefe may be counterfeits ^ let^s thiiik't unfaft 
To come into the cry, without more help. 

Rod, No body come ? then fhall I bleed to death. 

Enter lago, in hisjhirt, ivith h Light and S'word'. 

Lod. Hark 

Gr. Here's one comes in hisfhirt mth Hght and weapons/ 

Jago, Who's there ? whofc noife is this, that cries out 
murder I 

Lod, We do not know. 

lago. Do not you hear a cry ? ' i 

Caf,. Here, here : for heavhi's (ake, help mc» ' " 

lago. What's the matter ? = ■' * 

Gra, This is Othello*s Ancient, as I take it. 

Lod, The fame, indeed, a very valiant' Yellow. 

lago. What are you here, that cry fo grievoufly/ 

Caf. lago ? oh I'm fpoil'd, rnidone "by villains ! ' 
Give me fome help. ■ ■^\ > 

lai-o. Oh me, lieutenant \ what vilhiitis have done tins ? 

Caf. I think, that one of them is hereabout; ' 
And cannot make away. •■ - ' ^-^ " 

laoo, O treacherous villains !• • '■ • '• 

What are you there ? come in, and give fome help, 

[roEod.fl«^Gri. 

Rod. Oh, help me there. . » ' 

Caf. That's one of them, 

Jago. O murd'rous flave ! oh villain !' [Iagoy?a^j h'm. 

Rod. Oh damri'd lago ! oh inhuman dog ! 

lago.'K\\\ men i*th'dark? where be thefe bloody thieves? 
How &}cLt is this town ? ho, mviTdt\\ tcv\w^^\\ 
Wliat may yon be I are you of g^o^ ot cj*:!\> ^ 
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Lod. As you Aiall prove uf, praife us. 
A^. Signior Lodovico f* 
fjd. He, $ir. 

logo. 1 cry you mercy ! Here's CaJJto, hurt by vH 
Gra. Caffio? 

lago. How is*t, brother ? 
Caf, My leg is cut in two^ 
lago. Marry, heiv'n forbid ! 
Ligbty gentlemen, I'll bind it with my (hirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. What is the matter, hoa, who is't that c 

lago. Who is't that cry'd ? 

Bian. Oh my dear CaJJio^ 
My fweet CaJJioy oh Cajfioy CaJJto^ Cajffio. 

logo, O notable ftrumpet ! Ca^Oy may you fuf 
. Who they fhould be, that have thus mangled voi 
• Ca/. No. 

Gra, I'm forry to £nd yo.u thus : 
I have been to feek you. 

lago. Lend me a earter: So*- Oh for a chai 
- To bear him eafily h&nce. 

JBian. Alas, he faints. Oh Ca^o, CaJJioy Caffi 

lago. Gentlemen all, I do fufpedl this Trafh 
To be a party in this Injury. 
Patience awhile, good C^io ; come, come : 
Lend me a light : know we this face, or no ? 
Alas, my friend, and my dear countryman 
Rodarigo ? no : Yes, fure : yea, 'tis Rodorigo, 

Gra, Vfh2ity oi Venice ? 

lago. Even he. Sir : did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him ? ah ! 

lago, Signior Gratiano ? I cry your gentle pare 
Thefe bfoody accidents muH excufe my manners. 
That fo neglefted you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

lago. How do you, CaJJio /* oh, a chair, a cha 

Gra. Rodorigo 'f 

lago. He, he, 'tiahe; oVi,t\v^\?^>w€^^iA>vVys.< 
Some good man bear Vi\m c^i^i>3\Vj li^mV^ixw^^ 
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I'll fetch the Generars furgcon. For you, miftrefs, 
Save you vour labour. He that lies (lain here, Caffio^ 
Was my dear friend. What malice was between you ? 

Caf. None in the world ; nor do I know the man. 

lagQ, What, look you pale? — oh, bear him out o'th' air. 
Stay yon, good gentlemen. Look you pale, miftrefs ? 
Do you perceive the gaftnefs of-her eye \ [7i Biax^ca. 
Nay, if you ftare, we fhall hear more anon. 
Behold her well 5 I pray you, look upon her ; 
Do you fee, gentlemen ? nay, guiltinefs 
Will ipeak, though tongues were out of ufe. 

Enter Emilia, 

JEmiL Alas, what is the matter ? 
What i^ the matter, hufband ? 

lago, CaJJio hath there Been fet on in the dark 
By Rodorigpy and fellows that are 'fcap'd : * 
He's almoft ilain, and Rodorigo dead. 

jEmil. Alas, good gentleman ! alas, good Ca£io ! 

lago. This IS Uie fruit of whoring— Pray, ^milia^ 
Go know of CaJJio where he fupt to-night. 
What, do you fhake at that ? 

Bian, He fupt at my houfe, but I therefore fliake not. 

lago. Oh, did he fo ? I charge you go with me. 

JSmiL Oh fy upon thee, flrumpet ! 

Bian. I am no ftrumpet, but of life as honefl 
As you that thus abufe me. 

jEmil. As I r fy upon thee I 

lago. Kind gentlemen, let's fee poor Cajpo dreft. 
Come, miflrefs, you mufl telPs another talc. 
JEmtliay run you to the citadel. 
And tell my Lord and lady what hath happ'd : 
Will you go on afore ? — This is the night. 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. 

\Exeunty I^l^O follo*wiMg* 
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SCENE, a Bed-chamber: Defdcmona isdifxFoered 

ajleep in her bed. | 

£)!r^^,Otkello» liiith a Light and a Siuord. 

0th. T T is the caufe, it is the caufe, my foul ;— 
X Let me not name it to you, you cnaHe ftars! 
It is the caufe. — Yet I'll not fhed her blood» 
Nor fear that whiter (kin of hers than fnow> 
And fmooth as monumental alabafler : . 

{Lays donnn the fword* 
Yet flie muft die ; elfe fhe'll betray more men. 
Put out the light, and, then, put out the light j'^ -(29) 
If I quench thee, thou flaming miniiler^ 
I can again thy former light reflere. 
Should I repent : but once put out thy light. 
Thou cunning'ft pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that Fremetbean heat. 
That can thy light re-luminc.— — \^ets do^um the taper. 
When 1 have pluck*d thy rofe, 

(29) Put out the light, arJ then put out the li^hf ] The Playen 
have many -'Tncs inconfiderately committed an Abfurdity here, io 
making 0:viUu j. ut out the Candle j wKxcb, *ti8 evident, never was 
the Poet's Intention. DefdciKora is difcover'd in her Bed, in the 
dark. ; and OihtUo cnrers the Chamber with a Hngle Taper. If there 
were any otjicr Lights burning in the Room, where would be the 
Drift of putting out his f If there were no others, and that he puts 
hii out, hew abfurd is it for Defdemona in the Dark to talk of his 
Eyei rowlwgt and his gjunvrng hii nether Lij» f This, I con- 

ceive, to have been the Poet*s Meaning. Qthe/io, ftruck in part 
with Rtnr.oife at the Mur<?er he's going to do, thinks it heft to do 
it in the Dark j this compundlion of Nature, in the hurry and per- 
turbation o'' Ihought, and thofe Remains of Teudernefs i^ill com' 
bating in his Bofum, Hrikes him into an inflant Reflexion, that 
if he puts out the Light, he can rekindle it ; but if he onre 
puts out the Light ©f ber Life, that will be extinguiih'd for 
ever. WLiic he is bufied in this Contemplation, he tnrows his 
Eyes towar'l*. hcc 5 and then, footh*d with her beaiiieous Appear- 
ance, fers down the V^iiW^, vo %o axv,^ V\^^ V«t. U^on this, /?/■/"- 
iUmona wakes j aiid ihey coaunxit vn. \>\^Wi\^ v^V^^'' >Kik^^ 



Moor d?/ V E N I c E. 329 

I cannot give it vital growth again ; 

It needs mufl v/ither. I'll fmell thee on the tree ; 

\KiJfing her* 
Oh balmy breath, that doft.almoft perfuade 

Juftice to break her fword ! One more ; one more ; 

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 

And love thee after. -One more, that's the laft ; 

So Ky^ct, was ne'er fo fatal ! I mull weep, 

liut they lire cruel tcarr : this forrovv's heav'nly ; 

It llrikes, where it doth love. She wakes * 

Def. Who's there ? OthcUo ? 

OiIk P^\\ Drfdcmoria. 

Def, Will you come to bed, my Lord ? 

Otb, Have )ou pray'd to-night, De/defnonaP 

Dcj\ Ay, my Lord. 

Oth, If you bethink yourfelf of any crime 
Unreconcil'd as yet to heav'n, and grace, 
Sollicit for it ftrait. 

l^ef. Alack, my Lord, 
What may you mean by that ? 

0th. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by. 
1 would not kill thy unorepared fpirit, 
No, (heav'ns forefend l) I would not kill thy fouL 

Dcf, Talk you of killing } 

0th. Ay, I do. 

Def, Then heav'n have mercy on me ! 

Otb, Amen, with all my heart. 

Def, If you fay fo, I hope, you will not kill nxe, 

Oih, Hum. 

Def And yet I fear you : for you're fatal then. 
When your eyes rowl fo. Why I fliould fear, 1 know not. 
Since guilt I know not : yet, I feel, I fear. 

Oth, Think on thy fins. 

Def They're loves I bear to you. 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou dy'ft. 

Def That death's unnatural, that kills for loving. 
Alas, why gnaw you fo your nether lip ? 
Some bloody pa(!ion fhakcs your very frame ; 
Thefe are ponents : but yet I hope^ i \vo^^> 
They do not point on me. 
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0th. Peace, and be ilill. 

Def. I will fo : what's the matter ? 

Otb. That handkerchief 
Which I fo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav'ft Cajffio, 

Def, No, by my life and foul : fend for the ma%, 
And afk him. 

0th, Sweet foul, take heed, take heed of perjur^; 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. Ay, but not yet to die». 

0th. Prefently; 
Therefore con fefs thee freely of thy fin: 
For to deny each article with oaih, 
Cannot remove, nor choak, the ftrong conception ■■■ 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 

Def. Oh, heav'n have mercy on me ! 

Oth. I fay, amen. 

Def. And have you mercy too !— I Jicver did 
Offend vou in my life ; never lov*d Caffio^ 
But with fuch general warranty of heav'n. 
As I might love. I never gave him token. 

Oth. By hcav'n, I faw my handkerchief in's hand. 
Oh perjur'd woman I thou doft Hone my heart; 
And mak'ft me call, what I intend to do> 
A murder, which I thought a facrifice. 
J faw the handkerchief. 

Def. He found it then ; 
I never gave it him ;, fend for him hither, 
Let him confcfs a truth, 

Oih. He hath confeft. 

Def What, my Lord ? 

Oth, That he hath— us^d thee— — 

Def How ? unlawfttf ly ? 

Oth. Ay. 

Def He will not fay fo. 

Oth. No, his mouth is ftopp'd ; 
Honefl lago hath ta'en order for't. 

Def My fear interprets then — What, is he dca^ ? 

Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 
if/id /Jomach for them a\\. 
De/. Alas, he is beuay'd, ^dl-A^^^^^- 



Ox\»- 



Moor cf V EN 1 c t. 3^1 

O/^. Out, ftrumpet ! weep'ft thou for him to my face ? 
D>/, Oh, banilh mc, my Lord, but kill me not. 
Oi/?. Down, ftrumpet. 
Def. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night. 

O/^. Nay, if you ftrive 

De/, But half an hour. 

Ot/h, Being done, there is no paufe. 

De/, But while I fay one prayer. 

0:L It is too late. [He /mothers her. 

-iEmilia, at the cfoor. 

jEm. My Lord, my Lord ! whatho?.! ray Lord, my Lord! 
Oih, What noife is tliis ? not dead? not yet quite dead? 
I, that am cruel, am yet merciful ; 
1 would not have thee linger in thy pain. 
So, fo. 

JEmiL within,'] What hoa ! my Lord, my Lord ! 

0th. Who's there ? 

u£m, Oh,mygood Lord,Iwould fpcak a word with yoa. 

0th, Yes; ^m^JEmilia — by and by— (he's dead. 
*Ti8 like, ihe comes to fpeak of Ca/fio\ death ; 
The noife was high. — Ha, no more moving ? 
Still as the gra^ve. Shall fhe come in ? were't good? 
I think, (he flirs again^^^No—— what's the beft ? 
If (he come in, (he'll, fure, fpeak to my wife ; 
My wife ! my wife ! what wife ? I have no wife. 
Oh infupportable I oh heavy hour ! 
Methinks it (hould be now a huge eclipfc 
Of fun, and moon, and that th' affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration— -* 

uEmil, I befeech you. 
That I may fpeak with you. Oh, good my Lord ! • 

0th. I had forgot thee; oh, come in, JBmiiia, 
Soft, by and by, let me the curtains draw. 
Where art thou ? what's the matter with thee now ? 

lUnlocks the door. 

Enter i£milia. 

jEmil, Oh, my good Lord, yonder 's foulmwitdjM <ki\sR:. 
O/^. WhsLii now? 
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JEmiL But now, my Lord. i ^ 

0th, It is the very error of the moon ; ^ 

She comes more near the earth than (he was wont, | ^ 

And makes men mad. ^ 

j£mih Caljto^ my Lord, hath kill'd ^ ', 

A young Venetian^ calPd Rodorigo, . 

Oih. RodorigoViW^l and C^r^ kiird ? 
-Aw/7. No, Cajjto is not kill'd, ■ 

0th, Not Ctf^o kill'd ? then murder's out of tune, 

And fweet revenge grows harfh. 

Drf. Oh, falily, falfly murder'd ! 

jEmiL Alas ! what cry is that ? 

Oih, That? what? . 

jEmiL Out, and alas ! that was my lady*s v^ce. j 

Help! help, hoa 1 help ! oh lady, fpeak again j 1 

Sweet Defdtmona ! oh fweet miilrefs, fpeak, j 

Def, A guiltlefs death I die, j 

jEmiL Oh, who hath done this deed ? | 

Def, Nobody, I myfelf, farcwcl; I 

Commend me to my kind Lord ; oh> fareweL ]JHtt* ' 
0th. Whv, how fhould flie be murdered } j 

,MmiL Alas ! who knows ? 
Oth. You heard her fay, herfelf, it was not L 
JEmiL She faid fo, I muft needs report the trodi. \ 

Oth, She's like a lyar gone to burning hell ; 

*Twas I, that kilPd her. I 

^m. Oh, the more angel (he, and yoo the blacker deviL ' 
Oth, She turn'd to folly, and fhe was a whore. i 

A^'miL Thou doft bely her, and thou art a devil* \ 

Oth, She was falfe as water. , * 

ALmiL Thou art ralh as fire, to fay ; 

That Ihe was falfe. Oh, fhe was Heav'niy true. i 

Oth. CaJJio did tup her; aflc thy hufband elfc. j 

Oh, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell. 

But that I did proceed upon juft grounds 

To this extremity. Thy hulband knew it all. I 

jEmtl, My hulband! 
Oth, Thy hulband. 

jEmiL That ftie was {^\fe to Nut^XoOiLX 
Otb. Ay, with Qajfia : Vva^ ^^>a^^^^xM&^ 
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If heav'n would make me fuch another world, 
Of one entire and perfeft Chryfolite, 
rd not have fold her for it. 

JEmiL My huiband ! 

Otb, Ay, 'twas he that told me firft ; 
An honed man he is, and hates the ilime 
That flicks on filthy deeds. 

jEmil. My hufband ! 

Oih, What needs this iteration, woman ? 
I fay, thy hufband. 

-/C/w/7. Oh miftrefs! villainy has made mocks with loVe. 
My hufband fay, fhe was falfe ! 

Oth. He, woman; -^ ' 

I fay, thy hufband ; do'fl underftiand the word ? " 
My friend, thy iiufband, honefl, honefir Iago\ 

JEmil, If he fays fo, may his pernicious foul 
Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to th' heart. 
She was too fond of her moft filthy bargain. 

Oth. Hah ! 

JEmiL Dothyworfl: 
This deed ofthine is no more worthy heav'n. 
Than thou wafl worthy her. 

Oth, Peace, yon were befl:. 

jEmiL Thou haft not half that power to do me harm. 
As I have to be hurt : oh gull f oh dolt ! 
As ignorant as dirt ! thou'ft done a deed— ~ 
I care not for tky fword, Pll make thee knt)wn. 

Though I loll twenty lives -Help ! help, hoaf help! 

The Moor hath kill'd my miflrefs. Murder, murder I 

Enter Montano, Gratiano, lago, and others. 

Mon. What is the matter ? how now. General ? 

uSmih Oh, are you come, lago f you have done well. 
That men mufl lay their murders on your neck. 

Gra, What is the matter ? 

^miL Difprove this villain, if thou bie'ft a man ; 
He fays, thou toldfl him that his wif« was falfe : 
I know, thou didft not ; t\vou*n nox tiOcL^N^^xs.. 
fipeak, for my heart is full. 
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lago, I told him what I thought; and told no moi 
Than what he foand himfelf was apt and true. 

^miL But did you ever tell him» fhe was falfe ? 

logo, I did. 

£miL You told a lye ; an odious, damned, lye 
Upon my foul, a lye ; a wicked lye. 
She falie with Cajfto ? did you fay, with Caffio ? 

lage. With QiJ/io^ millrefs ; go to, charm your ton; 

ji£miL I will not charm my tongue; I'm bound to fpi 
My miftrefs lies here murder 'd in her bed. 

Jll, Oh heavens forefend ! 

jEmii. And your reports have fat the murder on 

Otb. Nay, dare not, mailers ; it is true, indeed. 

Gra, 'Tis a ftrange truth. 

Mr,n. Oh monllrous a£t I 

^miL Villainy! villainy! villainy! 
I think upon't— I think— I fmell't— Oh villainy I 
I thought fo then ; I'll kill myfelf for grief;— 
Oh villainy, villainy ! 

logo. What, are you mad? I charge yon, get you he 

jEml. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to fpi 
'Tis proper I obey him, but not now : 
Perchance, lagoy I will ne'er go home. 

Otb. Oh ! oh I oh ! [Othello/^/j on the 

JEmil, Nay, lay thee down and roar : 
For thou haft kill'd the fweeteft innocent. 
That e'er did lift up eye. 

0th. Oh, jhe was foul \ \Rt 

I fcarce did Icnow you, uncle ; there lies your niec 
Whofe breath, indeed, thefe hands have newly ftopj 
I know, this a6l ftiews horrible and grim. 

Gra, Poor De/demona F I'm glad, thy father's dea 
^rhy match was mortal to him; and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain. Did he live now, 
,This fight would make him do a defp'rate torn ; 
Yea, curfe his better gngel from his fide. 
And fall to reprobation. 

O//^. 'Tis pitiful ; but ^t^ lago VYvci>w%^ 
That ilie with Cajfio \\ad t\ve ?.& o^ ^^axafc ^ 
-A tboafand times comiiutuCL. CaJ]io ^^lA^^v^" 
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And (he did gptify his amorous works. 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I firft gave her; I faw it in his hand ; 
It was an handkerchief, an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 

jEmiL Oh heav'n ! oh heav'nly powers ! 
lago. Come, hold your peace. 
udB«w/..*TwiIlout, 'twill out— I, peace I 
No, I will fpeak as liberal as the air ; 
Let heav'n, and men, and devils, let them all. 
All, all cry fhame againft me, yet I'll fpeak. 
lago. Be wife, and get you home. 
j^mil. I will not. [lago offers to ftah his 'wife, 

Gra. Fy, your fword upon a woman ? 
jEmiL Oh, thou dull Moor! that handkerchief, thou 
fpeak'ft of, 
I found by fortune, and did give my hu(band ; 
For often, with a folemn earneftnefs, 
(More than, indeed, belong'd to fuch a trifle,) 
He begg'd of me to ileal it. 
lago. Villainous whore I 
jEmiL She give it Caffio ? alas, I found it. 
And I did giv't my hufbandi 
lago. Filth, thou lieft. 

jEmiL By heav'n, I do not ; I do not, gentlemen : 
Oh murd'rous coxcomb ! what fhould fudi a fool 
Do with fo good a wifei 

[lago breaks through and luoUftids his woife^ then 
runs out. 
0th. Are there no ftones in heav'n. 
But what ferve for the thunder ? precious villain ! 
Gra. The woman falls ; fure, he has kill'd his wife. 
uEmL Ay, ay; oh, lay me by my miftrefs' fide. 
Gra, He's gone, but his wife's kill'd. 
Mon. *Tis a notorious villain ; take this weapon^ 
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor : 
Come, guard the door without, let him not pafs. 
But kill him rather ; I'll after tVv^t ^^m^ nVJ^-^l^, 
For 'tis a damned flave, \^Exeunt ^wv* and.Q*^'^* 
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0th. I am not valiant neither ; 
But every puny whipfter gets my fword. 
But why (hould honour out-live honefty ? 
Let it go all. 

jEmil. What did thy fong bode, lady ? 
llark, can'ft thou hear me ? I will play the fwan. 

And die in mufick ; Willonjoy Willtywy IVillo^ 

Moor, (he was chaile ; (he lov'd thee, cruel Moor ; 

So come my foul to blifs, as I fpeak true ; 

So fpeaking as I think, alas, I die. ' [Emilia dies. 

0th, I have another weapon in this chamber. 
It was a fword of Spain y the Ebro*s temper ; 
Oh, here it is : Uncle, I muft come forth. 

Gra. within,'] If thou attempt it, it will coft thee dear; 
Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fuffer. 

Oih, Look in upon me then, and fpeak with me, 
Or, naked as I am, I will aiTault thee. 

Re-enter Gratiano. 

Gra, What is the matter? 
Oth. Lo ! I have a weapon : 
A better never did itfelf fuftain 
Upon a foldier's thigh. I've feen the day. 
That with this little arm, and this good fword, 
I've made my way thro' more impediments. 
Than twenty times your ftop. But, oh vain boaft ! 
Who can controll his fate ? 'tis not fo now. 
Be not afraid, tho' you do fee me weapon'd ; 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt. 
The very fea-mark of my utmoft faii. 
Do you go back difmay'd ? 'tis a loft fear : 
Man but a rufti againft Othello^ breaft. 
And he retires. Where Ihould Othello go ? 

Now how doft thou look now ? oh ill-ftarr'd wcnci ! 

Pale as thy fmock ! When we fhall m^t at cpmpt. 
This look of thine will hurl my foul from heav'n. 
And iiends will fnatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl, 

£v'n Jike thy chaftity. O cuifed^vf^l 

Whiip me, ye devils, 
JRrcin l\i^ poffefiioii of tVvs>\eaVT!\^ Vi^x\ 
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Blow me about in winds, road me in fulphur, 
Waih me in fteep-<k>wn gulphs of liquid fire-— « 
Oh D^demtma ! D^/Hmona ! dead, dead ! oh, oh \ 

Enter Lodovico, Caflio led in fwoundtd^ Montano, and 
\'^%K^pr\foner^ 'with Officers, 

Lod. Where ia this rafh and mod unfortunate man I 

Oth. That's h^t that was Otbdh : here I am« 

Lod, Where is that viper ? bring the villain forth. 

O/^. I look down towards his feet ; but that's a fable. 
If that thou be'A a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

[Othello wounds lago. 

Lod. * WrenA his fword from him. 

/^•. I bleed. Sir, but not kill'd. 

Otif. I am not forry, neither : Fd have thee live » 
For, in my fenfe, 'tis happinefs to die. 

Lod. Oh thou, OtbeUo^ that waft once io good, 
Fall'n in the pra£lice of a curfed flave, • 

What fhall be faid to thee ? 

Oth, Why, any thing ; 
An honourable murd'rer, if you will : 
For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod* This wretch hath, part confeft his villainy : 
Pid you and he confent m CaJJio^s death ? 

Otb. Ay. 

Ca/. Dear General, I never gave you caufe. 

Oth, I do believe it, and I aik your pardon ; 
Will yon, I pray, demand that demy-devil. 
Why he hath thus en&ar'd my foul and body ? 

lago. Demand me nothing ; what you know, you know ; 
From this time forth I never will fpeak wora* 

Lod. What ? not to pray ? 

Gra* Torments will ope your lips. 

Otb. Well, thou doft beft. 

Lod. Sir, you fhall underfland what hath befall'n. 
Which, as I think, you know not ; here's a letter. 
Pound in the pocket of the flain Rodorigo^ 
And, here, another ; one of them imports 
The death of CaJSo to be uttdertoot 
By Iiad9r$£o. 
Vol. VUI. p OtW* 
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Oih. Oh villain ! 

Ca/. Mod heathenifh and moft grofs ! 

Lod. Now, here's another difcontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too ; and this, it ieems, 
RoJorigo meant t'have fent this damned villam | 
But that, belike, lago in the interim 
Came in and fatisfy'd him. 

0/>&. Oh thou pernicious caitiff? 
How came you, CaJ^o, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's ? 

Ca/, I found it in my chamber ; 
And he himfelf confeft it but ev'n now. 
That there he dropt it for a fpedal pnrpofe. 
Which wrought to his defire. 

O/Jlf. Oh fool, fool, fool ! 

Ca/l There is, befides, in Rodorige^s letter, 
Kow he upbraids lago that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came 
That I was caft ; and even now he fpake. 
After lon^ feeming dead, la^o hurt him, 
Jago fet him on^ 

Lod. You muft forfake this room, and go with as; 
Your pow'r and vonr command is taken off. 
And Cajio rules in Cyprus, For this flave. 
If there be any cunning cruelty. 
That can torment him piuch, and hold him long. 
It ihall be his. You fhall clofe prifoner reft, 
*Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the f^enetian ftnte. Come, bring him away« 

0th, Soft you i a word or two, before you go. 
I've done the ftatc fpme fervice, and they know't ; 
No more of that. I pray you, in your letters. 
When you ihall thefe unlucky deeds relate. 
Speak of me, as I am : Nothing extenuate, 
^fo^ fet down aught in malice, "Then muft yon fpeak 
Of one that lov'd, not wifely, but too well ; 
Of one, not eafily jealous ; but being wrought, 
J^erplex'd in the extream •, of one, whofe hand, (30) 

/^q\ _— — of one, wVoJe banA, 

^^ like tht b^'e Indvau, tbrrw * ^tarl aw| ^ 
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Like the bafe Judian^ threw a pearl away 

Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whofe tyt%^ 

Albeit unufed to the melting mood. 

Drop tears as faft as the Arabian trees 

Their medicinal gum. Set you. down this : 

And fay befides, that in Aleppo once. 

Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 

Beat a Venetian^ and traduc'd the State, 

I took by th' throat the circumcifed dog. 

And fmote him thus* \^tahs himfelf. 

Lod. Oh bloody period ! 

Gra. AH, that is fpoke, is marr'd. 

0th. I kift thee, ere I kill'd thee.— No way but this, 

\To Defdcm. 
Killing ipyfclf, to die upon a kifs. [Z)/V/. 



JLicher than ail bis Trite."] I have reftored, JuMian, fmni 
tht Elder Quarto, as the genuine and more eligible Reading. Mr. 
P§pe thinks, tbh was occafioned probably by the Word Tribe juft 
after: I have many Reafons to oppofe to this Opinion. In the firft 
Place, the moft ignorant Indian^ I believe, is io fax the Revcrfe of 
the Dungbil Cock in the FabU^ as to know the Eftimation of a Pearl, 
beyond that of a Barley-corn. So that, in that refpcft, the Thought 
Itfelf would not bt juft. Then, if our Author had defigned to re- 
ilcft on the Ignorance of the JnMan without any farther Reproach, he 
would have called him rude, and sot, bafe. Again, I am perfuaded, 
as my Friend Mr. PTarburton long ago observed, the Phrafe is not 
here literal, but metapbot ical : and, by his Pearly our Author very 
properly means zjine py6man» But Mr. Pope obje£ls farther to read- 
ing Judxan^ becaufe, to make Senfe of this, «Otf tmtjl pre^fuppofe fame 
particular Story cf a Jew alluded to ; v^bkb li much Ms obvieus : Buc 
has Sbakefpears never done this, but in this fingle inftance ? I am 
fatis/icd, in his Judian, he is alluding to ffcTM/ ; who, in a Fit of 
blind Jealoufy, threw away fuch a Jewel of* Wife as Mariamno was 
to him. What can be more parallel in Circumibnce, than the 
Condu6k of Herod aiad Othello f Nor was the Story fo little obvious^ 
as Mr. Pope feems to imagine: For, in the Year 1613, the Lady 
Eiixabeth Carew publiOied zTrage^, called Mar i am, tbe fair Sheen 
*/* Jkwr Y. I fhall only add, that our Author xaight write yttiJan, 
or Judean, (if that ibould be alledged as any Obje^Uon) inftead 
of Judaan, with the fame Licenfe and Change of Accent, as, in hit 
Antony and Cleopatra^ he fliortens the fecond S^UahleQC Cu^braux *vfL 
Proiiuiidatioji ; which was a Liberty VWcm^^ \a^iL%i[LV| i^wttr , <&. 
jbEwin our iluthoj was a ftttdious lnut»XQ«» ^ , 
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Caf. This did I fear, but thought he had no weapoi 
For he was great of heart. 

Lod, 0)x Spartan ^o%\ \X^^{ 

More fell than anguiih, hunger, or the fea ! 
, Look on the tragick loading of this bed ; 
This is thy work ; the objed poifons fight,* n 
Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the houfe. 
And feize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they fucceed to you. To you. Lord Governor, 
Remains the cenfure of this hellifii villain : 
The time, the place, the torture, oh ! inforce it. 
Myfelf will ilraight aboard ; and to the State 
This heavy a^t, with heavy heart, relate. [Extu 




K^ 






TABLE 

O F T H E 

SEVERAL EDITIONS 

O F 

Shakespeare's Plays, 

Collated by the Editor. 



I"'-: ; 



A 

TABLE 

O F T H E 

SEVERAL EDITIONS 

OF 

Shakespeare's Plays, 

Collated by the Editor. 
Editions of Authority. 

MR. WiUiam Shakefpeare*s Comedies, Hillorics, 
and Tragedies. Publifh'd according to the 
true Original Copies. London^ Pnnted by 
l/aac Jaggard zxi6,Ed. Blountj 1623. (Folio.) 

Mr. irtlliam Shake/peare's Comedies, Hiftories, and 
Tragedies. Publifh'd according to the true Original Co^ 
pies. The ^ff^WImpreflion. London, Printed by Thomas 
Cotis, for Robert AUotty and are to be fold at the Sign of 
the Black-Bear in Paul VChurchyard, 1632. (Folio.) 

AMidfummtr Night* i dreame. As it hath been fundry 

rimes publikely afted, by the Right Honourable the 

Lord Cnamberlaine his Servants. Written by William 

^hake/peare* Imprinted at London for Thomas Fijher, and 

P 4 ^^ 



arc to be ibuld at hie Shoppe at t!ie Signe of ikt Wli&t 
H:irt in Flcetftrectc, i6oo, (Quarto. J 

The Same, Printed hy James Roherisj 1600. (Quarto.) 

A mofl pleafant and excellent conceited Comedie of 
Syr John Faljiafsy and the merry Wives of fFsmifir. \ 
Kntermixed with fundrie variable and pleafing hnmoon I 
of Syr Hugh the Welch Knight, Juftice Shallow^ and his \ 
wife CouSn M. Skmier. With the fwaggcring Vainc of 
Auncient PiflcUy and Corpora! Nj^. By fflUiam Sbak" ' 
Jptare. As it hath bene divers times afted by the Rieht 
Honourable my Lord Chamberlain's Servants : both be- 
fore her Majeftie, and elfewhere. London : Printed by 
T. C. for Arthur J^hnfo^^ and are to be fold at his Shop 
in Powles Churchyard at the Signe of the Flower dc 
Leufe and the Crowne, 1602. (^arte.) 

A mofl pleafant and excellent conceited Comedy, of 
Sir John Falflafe, and the n\erry Wives of Windfcr. 
With the Avaggering Vaine of Auncient PifioU^ and 
Corporal Ny^n. Written by W. Shakeffeart. Printed 
for Arthur Johnfioney 1619. (^arto.J 

Much adoe about Nothing, As it hath been fuodrir 
times puulickiy afted by the right honourable the Lord 
Chamberlainc his Servants. V/rittenhy IFjiiiam Shake- 
J pear?., London : Printed by F. S, for Andre^w Wife and 
WViiiam Afpleyy 1 600. (i^arto.J 

The mofl excellent Hiftorie of the Merchant ofVemct^ 
With the extreame Crueltie of Shylocke the Jew towards 
the fayd Merchant, in cutting a juft pound of his flefh : 
and tlie obtayning oi Portia, by the choice of three Chefts. 
As it hath beene divers times afted by the Lord Chamber- 
layne his Servr*nts. Written by William ShakeJ^are, 
M London Printed by J. R, for Thomas Heyes^ and arc 
to be fold in Pauhs Churchyard at the Signe of the 
Greene Dragon, i6oo. (^arto,J 

The excellent Hiflory of the Merchant of Fenice. 
With the extreme Cruelty of Shylocke the Jew towards 
the faide Merchant, in cutting a juft Pound of his Flefh. 
And the obtaining of Portia by the choyfe of three 
Cafkets. Written by W, Shakej'peare , Printed by 7. 
RokrtSy l6oo. {^Cir\(i^) 



The firft Part of t;he troablerodie Reign of y^ft 
King of Englmuly with the difcovery of Richard Cor^ 
delto^'a Bafe Son, vulgarly call'd the Baftard Fawcvn^ 
Iridge. Alfo the Death of King John at Sijoinfteai^ 
Abbey ; as it was fundry times publiquely afted by the 
Queen's Majefty's Players in the honourable Citty of 
London. Imprinted at London for Samp/on Clarkey fold 
Sit his Shop the Back-fide of the Royal Exchange, 1591. 
C^marto.) 

The fecond Part of the troublefome Reign of John 
King of England^ conteyning the Death of Arthur Plan- 
ta^mu the landing of Lt'wisy and the poyfoning of 



King John at Stmnfitad^ Abbey. As it was dsfc. Im- 
rinted ^c. 1591. f^artoj 
The firft and fecond Part of the troublefome Raigne 



of John King of England. With the difcoverie of 
King Richard Cor deli on^s Bafe Sonne (vulgarly named, 
the Baftard Fawconhridge :) alfo, the Death of Kins^ 

^ihn at Sivinftead' Abbey. As they were (fundry times) 
tely afted by the Queen's Majefties Players. Written 
by Pr. Sh. Imprinted at London by VaUtaint Simmts 
for John Hdmey and arc to be fola at his Shop in 
St. Dunftons Churchyard in Fleetftreety 1611. (Quarto.) 

^he Same. As they were (fundry times) lately a£led: 
Written by W. Shakefpeare. London^ Printed by Aug. 
Mathenjoes for Thomas Detve, and are to be fold at 
his Shop in St. Dunftones Churchyard in Fleetftrett^ 
1622. (^arto. 

The Tragedie of King Richard the Second. As it 
hath been publickly a6led by the Right Honourable 
the Lord Chambcrlaine his Servants. By William 
Shakefpeare. London, Printed by Valentine Simmes for 
Andreiv Wife^ and are to be fold at his Shop in 
Patdes Chjirchyard at the Signe of the Angel, 1598. 
(^arto.) 

The Hiftory oi Henry the Fourth ; with the Battell at 
Sifrtivjburiey betwecne the King and Lord Henry Percy ^ 
furnamed Henry Hot/pur of the North. With the hu- 
mourous conceits of Sir John Faiftafe. Newly correftcd 
by IV. Shah/peare. At London^ ipxitaed. >a>] ^, ^. Sw^ 
^^///e^v fF//e, dwelling in Paidti CYvxvtOiv^^^ '^^. '^^ 
Signe of ike Ahgell, 1599. f ^^mrtoj ^ 



Tie Samt. Louccn^ Printed by T. P. and are to be 

fold by Matheive La^me^ dwelling in Pauls Churchyard, 
at the Signe of the Foxe neere S. Auftim^i Gate> 1622. 

The fecond Part of Henrie the Fourth, continuing ta 
his Death and Coronation of Henrie the Fift. With 
the Humours of Sir John Falftaffe, and fwaggering 
FificlL As it hath been fundrie times publikely a&d by 
the Ri^ht Honourable the Lord Chamberlaine his Ser- 
vants. Written by Willimn Shakefpeare. Loudon^ Printc<l 
by V. S. for Andniu Wtfe^ and William Afpley^ 1600. 
(^arto.) 

The Chronicle Hiflory of Henrie the Fift, with his 
Battel fought at Agin Court in France. Together with 
Ancient FifiolL As it hath been fundry times play'd by 
the Right Honourable the Lord Chamberlaine his Ser- 
vants. Printed for T, P. 1608. (^artoj 

The whole Contention betweene the two famous 
Houfesj Lancaster and Yorke. With the Tragical 
Ends of the good Duke Humfrey^ Richard Duke of 
Yorke^ and King Henrie the Sixt. Divided into two 
Parts. And newly corredled and enlarged. Written by 
William Shakefpeare^ Gent. Printed at London^ for 7*, P. 
(^artti.) 

The Same, With the true Tragedy oi Richard Duke 
of Torke, and the Death of good King Henrie the Sixt* 
Afted by the Earl of Pembrcke^s Servants, at London. 
Printed hy W.W, iox Tho. Millington, 1600. (Quarto.) 

The Tragedy of King Richard the Third. Contain- 
ing his treacherous Plots againft his Brother Clarene$: 
the pittieful Murder of his innocent; Nephewes : his 
tyrannical Ufurpation : with the whole Courfe of his 
detefted Life, and mofl deferved Death, As it hath 
beene lately aded by the Right Honourable the Lord 
Chamberlaine his Servants, at London. Printed by Fa* 
lentine Sims, for Andretv Wife, dwelling in PauW% 
Churchyard, at the Signe of the Angell, 1597. 
(^artoj 

The Same. By W.Shakefyeare. Printed by The. Greedy 
iofJttdrc'w Wife, 159^, (i^uortoO 



KV 



Tii Sam. Newly angmentedy by WiBtam ShaJ^ 
fpiore. LonddHy Printed by Thomas Cretde^ l^c, i6o2, 
(Quarto,) 

M. fnHiam Shakefpeare^ his true Chronicle Hillory 
of the Life and Death of King Lear^ and his Three 
Daughters. With the unfortunate Life of Edgar, Sonne 
and Heire to the Earle of Gloctfter, and his fullen and 
aflumed humour of Tom of Bedlam. As it was plaid be- 
fore the King's Majefty at WbitehalU upon St. Stephens 
night in Cbriftmas HoUidaies. By his Majefties Servants, 
playing ufuaily at the Globe on the Banckefide. Printed 
fox Nathaniel Butter, 1608. (^arto.) 

The moft lamentable Tragedie of Titus Andr^cus* 
As it hath fundry times beene plaide by the King's Ma- 
jefties Servants. Loudon, printed {ox Eedward White, and 
are to be folde, at his Shoppe, nere the little North dore 
of Ptf«/f, at the Signe of the Gun, 161 1. (^tartoj 

An excellent conceited Tragedie of Romeo and Juliet* 
As it hath been often with great Applaufe play'd publickly 
by the Right Honourable the Lord of Hun/don his Ser- 
vants, London, printed by John Danter, 1597. f^uarto.^ 

The moft excellent and lamentable Tragedie ofRome» 
zndyuliet; newly corrected, augmented, and amended* 
As it hath been fundry times publickly adled by the Right 
Honourable the Lord Chamberlaine's Servants. Printed 
by Tho, Crede, for Cuthhert Burfy, 1599. (^artoj 

The Tragical Hiftorie of /f^son^/, Prince oi Denmarke. 
By William Shakeffeare, Newly imprinted a/id enlarged 
to almoft as much againe as it was, according to the true 
and perfeA Coppie. At London: Printed by J, R. for 
i^. Z#. and are to be ibid at his Shoppe under St. Dun-- 
Jlon*^ Church in Fleetftreet. 1605. ("^uarto.J 

The Tragedie o£ Hamlet Prince of Denmarke, By 
William Shakefpeare, Newly imprinted and enlarged ta 
almofl as much againe as it was, according to the true and 
perfed Coppy, At London', printed for John SmethwicAe, 
and are to be fold at his Shoppe in St. Dunftou^s Church- 
ytdLxdim FUetJlreet, Under the Diall, 161 1. (^arto,) 

The Tragaedie of Othello, the Moore of Venice. A» 
it hath been di verfe times aded at ^e Globe, ^xA^x.^^iafc 
£h^A'FrierSi by his Majefti«s SerVSLiiU.'^xVCC^^M ^'^^^ 



Mmn SUkefifmM. LoaJon^ Printed by N, O. fin 9ltitfi 

Waiklty^ and are to be fold at his Shop, at the £agle and 
Child in Brittan^s Burjfe^ 1622, {!^arto.) 
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Editions of middle Authmty. 

TH E Works of Mr. TViUiam Shakefpeare, &c. The 
Third Impreflion, 1664. {JFclio,) 

'I'he Merry Wives of Windfor. With the Humours 
of Sir John Falftnffe ; as alfo the fwaggering Vaine of 
Ancient Pi/?o/I, and Corporal Nym. Written by fFiU • 
Jia/n Shakefpearey newly correfted. London: Printed 
by T. H, for R. Mcigfjen, and are to be fold at his Shop; 
next to the Middle Temple Gate, and in St. Dunftcai^ 
Churchyard in Fleetftreet^ 1630. {Quarto.) 

The excellent Hiftory of the Merchant of Vemce^ 
With the extream Cruelty of Skylock the Jew; and the 
obtaining of Portia by the Choice of three Caflcets. As 
it hath been fundry times publikely adted bv the King's 
Majefties Servants at the Globe. Written by W: Shake- 
Jpeare. Newly correfted, augmented, and amended* 
iainds/iy printed by R. Toung tor John Smethwichy and 
arc to be fold at his Shop in St» Dunftam Churchyard 
in Fhet-ftreety under the Dyall, 1637. (^tfrf«.) 

Zcx/e'j Labour* s Lofi* A wittie and pleafant Comedie ; as 
it was afted by his Majefties Servants at the BlaeA-Frfers 
and the Glohe. Written by Willittm Shake/peart^ Londw f 
Printed by W. S, for John Smethwi€key and are to be 
fold at his Shop in Saint Dunftoites Churchyard under 
theDiall, 1631. (!^arto,) 

A witty and pleafant Comedie called. The Taming of 
the Shrew, As it was afted by his Majefties Servants 
at the Blacke-Friers and the G/c^^. Written by IVill. 
iihcikejpeare. London : Printed by fT, S, for Join Smiths 
tvicke, and are to be fold at his Shop in St. Dunfiontf^ 
Churchyard under the Diall, 1631. (^arto.) 

The Life and Death of King Richard the Second. 
With rew Additions dC \\i^ ParUawetit ^ctut, zxad the 



the King's Majeftiei Servants, at the G/oie. Bjr JFiU 

lum Sbahfpiore. Lmubny Printed by John Norton^ 
1634. {^arto.) 

The Hiftoric oi Henry the Fourth : With the Battel at 
Sbrtixi/buryj betweenc the King, 2Xidi Lordi Henry Fimy^ 
farnamed Hairy Hot/pur o£ the North. With the humo- 
rous Conceits of Sir John Falftaffe. Newly corredled, by, 
William Shake/peare, Londonj Printed by John Norton, 
and are to be fold by Hugh Perryy at his Shop next to 
Ivie-bridge in the Strand^ 1639. {Quarto.) 

The Tragedse of King Richard the Third. Contayn* 
ing his treacherous Plots againft his Brother Clarence : 
The pitifuU Murder of his innocent Nephewes : his 

2^rannical Ufurpation : with the whole Courfe of his 
eteiled Life, and mod deferved Death. As it hath been 
lately a£led by the King's Majefties Servants. Newly 
augmented. By William Shakefpeare. London^' Printed 
by Thomas Purfootf ai)d are to be fold by Matthe*i\> 
La'Wf dwelling in Pauh Churchyard at the Signe of the 
Foxe^ neere St. AujUne*s Gate, 1624. (^ortQ*) 

The Same. Printed by John Norton^ and are to be 
ibid by Mather Law^ Sec. 1629. (^arto.) 

The Same. Printed by John Norton, 1634. {Quarto.) 

M. William ShaAe/peare, his true Chronicle Hiilory 
of the Life and Death of King Lear and his three 
Daughters. With the Unfortunate Life of Ederar, Sonne 
and Heire to the Earle of Gkcefter^ and his lullen aflu- 
jned humour of Tom of Bedlam. As it was plaid be- 
fore the King's MajeHy at Whit-hall upon St. Stephens 
sight, in Cbrifimas Hollidaies. Bv his MajefHes Ser-> 
▼ants, playing ufually at the Globe on the Bank-fide* 
London^ Printed by Jajie BelU and are to be fold at the 
EsLR^'tndofChrifi'Churchy 1655. (^arto.) 

The moft excellent and Lamentable Tragedie o£Ro^ 
tnio and Juliet. As it hath been fundry times publikely 
aAed by the Kings Majefties Servants at the Globe. Writ- 
ten by W. Shakejfpeare. Newly correfled, augmented, 
and amended. London, printed by R. Young for John 
Smeth^icke, and are to be fold at his Shop in St. Dun- 
ftans Churchyard in Fleet firuiy \lii4^x l!ft& li^^?J\> '^few* 



TLc Tragedy of Skmltft, Prince of Denmark. 1 
inpnnted and inlarged»according to the true and i 
Copy laft printed. By William Shakefpean, I 
printed by R. Young for John Smethwicke^ ts^f. 
{Quarto.) 

The Tra^dy of Othello, the Moore of Venice. 
luLth beene diverfe times ailed at the Globey and 
Black-Frier s, by hia Majefties Servants. Writt 
William Shake/peare, London, printed by J. M. for jR 
Ha^vkinsf and are to be fold at his Shoppe in Ch 
Lane, neere Serjeants-Inne, 1630. {^arto.) 



Editions of no Authority. 

THE Works of Mr. miliam Shaikefpeare, \ 
Volames, adorned with Cuts. Revifed an 
ledledy with an Account of the Life and Writings 
Author, by N. Rowe Efq; London, printed for 
Ton/on within Gr^^z-Inn Gate, next Grays-lviix 
170^. ip^avo.) 

The Same, (in izmo,) 17 14. 

The Works of Shake/pear e, in Six Volumes. C< 
and corredled by the former Editions, by Mr. F 
London, printed for Jacob Tonfcn in the Strand, 
(^arto.) 

Ti^e Same, {inizmo.) 1728c 
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INDEX 

O F T H E 
CHARACTERS, SENTIMENTS, 

S I M I L I E S, 

SPEECHES ««/ DESCRIPTIONS! 
I N 

SHAKESPEARE. 




SECT. I. 

CHARACTERS 

O F 

HISTORICAL PERSONS, 



j^RTHUR, a hope- 

ful young Prince, 

unfortunate. 
Aldhiadti bani (hed 

for intercediDg for 

his Friend. 
-i-*vifits Tmm with 

two Mifles 
*— e X horte d to Cruet - 

ty by him, and the 

Women to Luil, 
*— conquers Jihens. 
Antmy^ Afiiri, h isCo n- 

ferei!cewith£rwj/j 

after Cafar was 

murdered. 
— his Reiiefb'oQS on 

/(f trhcJiAiop^, 



Play. 


Vol 


P«ge 


lL.y>hH. 


3 




Tintan, 


6 


ISO 


ibid. 




»S9 


ibid, 
ibid. 




i6o 
184 


7»/. Cafar. 


7 

v 


44 



FeHbat 



JlwMM 



AmwjftMAfk, fpeaks 
Cn^sFonenlO- 
radon. 

«•» his Eloquence 
praifedby C<;^/, 

»— his Valour degene- 
rates intoFondnefs 
for Cleopatra. 

•^-refolres to leare 
her. 

*««-4ii8 former Bra- 
very defcribed by 
Oiiaviui Ca/ar, 

— Pempty'^ Wifh, 
that he may live on 
in love and luxury. 

^-^oarreli with OSa- 
VIA/, which ends in 
a Marriage with 
OBavia, 

— -^is Genius infe- 
rior to O^aviush. 

•—complains of Oc- 
favfus^s ill treat- 
ment to OSavia, 

•-—beaten at A^ium, 
anddefpairsafterit. 

•—fends to O^wvius 
to treaty and is re- 
fufed. 

*— grows jealous of 
Clc9patra. 

i»— beats C^efar^ by 
Land, and meets 
the Queen in Rap- 
ture. 

— hisFleet revolting, 
he quarrels again 
mUk Cliofaira. 



Vol Page 



Play. 



Jui. C^ffttr. 



jintiZudC/eo. 



\ 



5« 

7* 

8S 
9« 

lOO 

i©5 

107 
ti6 

•37 

J 147 
1 148 

'55 



PenMb 



SootbJtttU 



166 



V\i 



\ 



Aift« 



t N n E 


X 


» 






Play. 


Vol' Page 1 Pcrfeif. 


Mark, being 










he is deady he 










)n his Sword. 


Ant.zxxiCUo. 


7 


»7S 




ried to CUo- 










, he dies in 










^ms. 






179 




zviusand his 










;rals lament 










praifc him. 






i8z 




Cleopatra. 






187 




is Charadler. 

B. 
by her Beauty 


Tro.ZhdCre/: 




323 


Sir. 










Virtue. 


K.ypbn. 


3 


36* 


OV. 


fl{^,Dukeof,a 










Ally. 


I ^i?/r. 6. 


4 


43» 




dy Cardinal. 










Wincbe/Ier. 










itf«?,Dukeof, 










herous, cruel, 










enary. 


Richard j. 


5 






Henry 8th's 










n, rafli, chole- 


^^;». 8. 




311 




Charafter gi- 










by Hen. 8. 


ibid. 




318 




idemned. 


ibid. 




329 




, Antig, her 










ty. 


ibid. 




328 


King. 


1. 


ibid. 




342 


Cham. 


1. 


ibid. 




359 


Suf. 


1. 


ibid. 




376 


iGent. 


referved and 










ncholic. 


Jul.Ca/ar. 


7 


8 




ed xxjahyCa/' 
gainft Cafar, 














9 




reat Authori- 








\ 


ArtePeopte. 




\ 


\ - 


\C«K 



Bt«M 



INDEX* 





Play. 


Vd 


Page 


JBrntMSf bis felf-dcbate 








uponQe/ar^sOtaiih. 


Jul. C^rfar. 


7 


42 


^- opens himfelf free- 








ly totheConfpira- 








ton. 






36 


•- declares for ftving 








Atawy. 






37 


*- importuned by his 








m^Pmia. 






39 


— his Speech to the 




t 




People, to juftify 
CajMi^^ Murder. 












49 


•— quarrels with Caf* 








Jim. 






60 


•— relates the Death 








. of Portia. 






«S 


— feesO/^'sGhoft. 






69 


•- takes his laft fare- 








wel of Ci^us. 






74 


*- refolves to die, and 








kills himfelf. 






81 


— prds'd by AnUnj^ 






82 


Banquot his Charadter 
(for the reft, wid. 














MacbetL) 

C. 

QOnfiance, a Mother 
paffionately fond. 


Madelh. 


6 


301 








Y..Jobn. ' 


3 




Cade, John, a bold 








crafty Rebel. 


2 Hen, 6. 


5 


50 


Clifford J bold and re- 








vengeful. 


3 Hen. 6. 






C afar Julius, 


Richard 3. 




«37 


Catharine, Queen to 






Hewyfi. 


Htn, 8. 


. 1335 


-«^ pitied by Anm 


Wi, 


\ 


\w 



PerfiyB» 



Mac, 



TorL 

PrincCm 
Noff. 



Cos 



I N D E ^. 



ne^ her Speech 
; King before 
)ivorce. 
raifed by the 

• 

ommends her 
rhterand Ser- 
to him. 
?//, Thomas, 
►•'s Charadlcr 
arJiner, 

Y CromiuelL 
y the King. 

is Speech over 
:e(s EHscabetb. 
tus y brave , 
i, a Contemner 
B Populace, 
eshis Soldiers 
L repuls'd, 
^haradler. 
;ntryintoi?0x^ 
a Viftory. 
iidions.rumm'd 

Y Cotniniusm 
prov'd by the 
unes, he rails 
e Populace, 
banifh'd. 
plies to, and b 
ly received by, 
Uus, 

to be diverted 
is Friends from 
ding Rome. 
;lds to his Mo- 
s In treaties, 
in by the Envy 

Treachery of 



Play. 

HtM. 9. 



Vol 



ibid. 



ibid, 
ibid. 

ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid. 

ibid* 



Coriolanus. 
ibid. 



I 



Page 
344 
347 



3«3 
378 

386 
397 
398 

402 



364 

365 

38a 
388 



400 
420 



430 



443 
455 



\A 



FerToa* 



3G#«f« 



BrH.Mfi 
dm 



CdrS« 



INDEX. 



Cdfan Julius^ fafpi- 

cious of Cajpusn 
^-refafeth the Crown 

that was offer'd. 
*— addi6led to Super- 

fiitioiiy and loved 

Flattery. 
•— diiTuaded by CaL 

pburnia from going 

to the Senate. 
«— his Contempt of 

Death. 
—-firm againft thofe 

who wrong him. 
— -AfiafTmated. 
——his Ghoft appears 

to Brutus. 
Caffus confers with 

Brktus againft O- 

/ar. 
m. his Charader. 
— ^— refolves to kill 

himfelf, if Ca/ar is 

xnade King, 
-•—his Quarrel with 

Brutus. 
—ill Omens dagger 

him, tho* an Epi- 
curean. 
— — prcfages he (hould 

die on hisBirth-day. 

kills himfelf. 

•— mourned and 

praifed by Titinius, 

Mejaia and Brutus, 
Ca/ca's Charafter. 
Cieopatra^ the Power 
of Yitt Beauty over 



Play. 
7«/. Cafur. 



ibid, 
ibid. 



VoljPage 
14 



28 



Si 

S3 

40 
41 

69 



8 
13 

60 

73 

76 
76 



Cmfc. 
Cafe. 



Caf. 
Caf. 



Caf. 







i N D E 



Qedpatfdj her Charac- 
ter ofjtniont when 
he had left her. 

■ her failing down 
the Qr^/suKiddTcrib'd* 
[for the reft, o^/V/. 

^i— her Lamentation 
over the dead Body 
of Antowfm 
refolves to die. 

•^-viiited by Oaanjtus, 

■ a ffronted by hef 
Treafurer SeUucus, 

—kills herfelf with 
Aipicks. 

^^^ Duncan^ 

of Scotland^ mur- 
dered, njid. Macbeth, 

E. 

'pDnuard the Black 

''^Prince. 

£i^tf«0r,WifeofDuke 

Humphrey^ ambiti- 

OU89 andf given to 

Superflition. 
•—-walks inProceiHon 

for Penance^ and is 

banifhed. 
idiuard/^'^t amorous, 

brave, fuccefsful. 

his two Sons. 

•—murdered. 
Ed'ward?,oi Wakst 
Sga to Henry 6» 



King 



Play. 
Ant^veACUo. 



I Hen. 4. 



Richard z. 



2 Hen. 6. 

z Hen. 6. 

3 Hen. 6. 
Richard i^ \ 

Ricbari y 



X. 

Vol Page 



I0£ 
113 



179 
186 
189 

190 

«54 



Hot, 



29 



12 



3« 



233 

235 

268 



Perfoi. 



nr*. 



\ \v^A 



<^^> 



INDEX. 



Play. 

Q^Elizaieih, prophe- 
tically defcribed by 
Cranmer, Henry 8. 

^—complimented by 
the Title of the 
Vcftal Queen. Midf. N. Dr 

EnoharbuSf a brave 

Roman Captain . Ant^zudi Qio, 

•—dies with grief for 
deferODg Antony, ibid, 

F. 

pAttkonhridgi, boaft- 
fuly brave and en- 

terprizing. K. John, 

fuhia's Death and 

Charafter* Anf^zndCIeo, 



^Lendowet. i HeH^\. 

^^ —defcribed by 

Hct^. ibid. 

Ckncejler, Htanphrty, 

D. ofy gives up his 

white Staff*. 2 Hen. 6. 

—fees his Dutchefs's 

Froceffion fiwr Pe- 

nance. ibid, 

w— Accufed to the 

King by the Queen 

and others. ibid. 

•— Arretted for High 

Treafbn,he defends 

himfelf, ibid. 

>*'■ " murdered by 

firangling. ibid. 

CarMner, Bp. of Win^ . 

€ifefter, flattcxinjV 
and cruel* ^ 



Vol 






402 
89 

169 



renoi 



OL 



9* 

136 
140 

3+ 

3« 

4« 

43 
56 



jtnt. 



War. 



\ 






I N D E 


X. 




H. 


Play. 


Vol 


Page 


?r 5th, whim 








nee. 


Richard 2. 


4 


11 


on. 


t Hen. 4. 




144 


(vid. Percy) 








I in Armour. 


ibid. 






.th defcribed 








otj^ur. 


ibid. 




157 


ionFr.Hexry. 


ibid. 




162 


t. 


2 Htn. 4. 




171 


th. 


Heuty c. 




253 


I. 


I He« 6. 




286 


h, meek, reli- 








f unfortunate. 


i,2,3,Heu.6. 




388 


wV. QXMiha- 








AnneBuUen. 








I. 

Vr, K. diflem- 








, cruel, irrefo- 








unfortunate. 


K. yebn. 


3 




the Maid of 








ns. 


I Hen. 6. 


4 


394 


feth Fiends. 


ibid. 




4S3 


:en Prifoner. 


ibid. 




454 


ndcmned to 








irned. 


ibid. 




458 


. King, pro- 








:allydefcrib'd 








'anmer^ 


Hea. 8. 


5 


403 


Romano, his 








ader. 


ffl»t. Tale. 


5 


3^8 


L. 








If King, cho- 








:, fickle, mad, 








able. 


K. Lear. 


6 




5 Charader 










Jul. Cafar. 


i^ 





Per/bn» 

Boling, 
K. He^. 



Ver. 

Fer. 
K. Hen. 
Cant. 



3 Gent. 



Vbffttittxt^ 



INDEX. 



M. 

T^fOrtimer. 

Margaret f Henry 
6th'8Queen,enrag'd 
with her own mife- 
ries,ex ults at others. 

Moor^ Sir Thomas. 

Menenius Agripfa^ his 
Fable of the Belly 
and Limbs. 

——his Charadler by 
himfelf. 

——his Charaftcr of 
Coriolanus. 

Macbeth, his Bravery 
in Battle. 

.—hath his Greatnefs 
foretold by Witches. 

—the confli£l of his 
Mind when he firft 
intended to kill the 
King. 

—his Temper de- 
fcribed by his Lady. 

Macbeth, Lady, re- 
fol ves on murdering 
the King, and en- 
courages Macbeth. 

—he ttaggers in his 
Reiblution, and is 
confirmed again by 
his Wife. 

— hisSoliloquy before 
he kills the King, 
and horror after. 

»— meditates ^/i/z^fto's 
Death, and em- 
ploys murderers. 

— Banquo^% GViOll' 
appears to him 



Play. 
I Hen. 4. 



Richard 7^. 
Hen. 8. 



Cort^L 
ibid, 
ibid. 
Macbeth. 



\ 



Vol 

4 


Page 
104 


5 


371 


6 


3S2 




377 




409 




270 




274 




277 


i 


281. 




28; 




284 




288 


\ 





Perl 



Wol. 



Men* 



\ \ A 



INDEX. 



', confults the 


Play. 


Vol 


Page 


Perfon. 


bes again. 


Miir^*'/^. 


6 


317 




Charaderby 










}lm. 






327 




ftraaed with 










»r. 






336 




fpairs on hear- 










be Englifl) ad- 










; againfl him. 






337 




dofhis Lady's 










h. 






340 




xnhy Macduff. 






344 




N. 










humherland^s 










kffoT Hot/pur. 


2 Hen, 4. 


4 


.87 


North. 


O. 










ms^s Muiick. 


.f/^«. 8. 


S 


352 


Song. 


—item. 


2 Gen. Vtr. 


I 


186 


Pro. 


/J Cip/ar, his 










viewwith^r«- 










id Cajjus. 


Jul, Ca/ar, 


7 


71 




■ reft, *vid. An- 










and Cleopatra, 

P. 
, //^r/j? Hot' 


















K, 


I Hen. 4. 


4 


93 


K. /&«. 


!m. 


ibid. 




146 


K. Hen. 


;m. 


ibid. 




1&8 


P. a«. 


3 Death. 


2 Hen, 4. 




187 


ili»«. 


harader, by 










r P^rry. 


ibid. 




213 




a Roman Lady 










1 heroic Spirit, 










Brutus, 










R. 










r^ the Second, 










iii Condad. 


Richard 2, 




24. 


G«ttii(. 


772. 


ibid. \ \ x<b\ Gaunt. 




CLz 






■RUVaart 



INDEX. 



Ittchard the S^ond, 


Play. 


his ill Condudt 


Richard 2. 




I Hen, 4, 


Richard I. his Cha- 




rader. 


Yi.Jchn. 


Richard III. ambiti- 


^iHenA 


ous, brave, diflem- 


< and 


bling, cruel, unfor- 


tunate. 


y^Rich^i. 


—-his Birth prodi- 




gious. 


3 Hen. 6, 


■ his Pcrfon and 




Manners defcribed 




hy Q, Margaret, 
— deScribed by his 


Richard 3. 


Mother, the D. of 




Tork. 


ibid. 


S; 




QAliJbury'% Death, 




^ andCharaaer. 


I Hen. 6. 


^uffolk^ proud, falfe. 




enterprizing. 


2 Hen. 6. 




ibid. 


T. 




nIAlbet, when Prifo- 
ner in FYance. 




I Hen. 6. 


*— -flain with his Son. 


ibid. 


Tirrel, James. 


Richard I. 


^imott ofAthenSi beg- 




gared by Flatterers. 


Timon, 


item. 


ibid. 


* -his laft entertain- 




ment for the Para- 




fites. 


ibid. 


——retires and fhakes 




off humanity. 




•—digging for Roots, 


\ 


hnd^ Gold. 


\ 



jV'olPage 
348 



186 
211 

402 

69 



4 

5 



400 
448 
265 

5 1*» 

i»*7 
129 



r^ 



n 

St. 



\ 



«53 
'SS 



1 N D E 



Timon^ vifited by Alci* 

IfiaieSf excites him 

to cruelty. . 
^— pinch'd withHun- 

ger, his refledUoHs 

on the Earth. 
— -compares himfelf 

with Afemantus* 
»— he gives Gold and 

encouragement to 

the Thieves, 
—vifited by bis ho- 
''nell Steward. 
»— by the Poet and 

Painter, 
•—by the Senators, 

entreating him to 

command againit 

/Sicihiadei* 

mm^ \\\t Death and 
Epitaph. 

J^/tfAvir/ii, aMother 

ofan heroic Spirit, 
•— inftru^s Corhh" 

fins to addrefs the 

People. 
«•— diverts him from 

deilroying Rcme^ 
yaUria^t Chaftity 

praifed by hcrHuf- 

band. 

W. 

Jirlhchefter^ Cardi- 
^ nal Beaufort"^ 

Charafter. 
— ^kifi Death, 



Play. 



Cwhh 

ibid. 

ibid. 



1 Hen, 6. 

2 Htn. 6. 



X. 

Vol, 



Page PetioB. 
i6o 

164 

,65 

m 
176 

180 
187 

360 

45« 



420 



Glou. 



Won^^'^ 



1 N D E 


X. 






Warwick^ brave but 


Play. 


Vol 


Page 


Pet& 


inconfUnt. 


2, 3 Hen. 6. 


5 






JFolfey, Cardinal, his 










Charadcr by Nor- 










folk, &c 


HeH.%. 




309 




—his Powej over 










the King. 


ibid. 




335 


Nirf. 


Catharine, ibid. 




345 














his fall. 


ibid. 




370 




his Death related. 










and mixed Cha- 










rafter. 


ibid. 




379 


Grl/.i 


Y. 










J-O^i:, Archbifliop 
of. 


2 Hen 4. 


4 


191 


Mort. 


Torky D. of, enterpriz- 






■^ 




ing, valiant, unfor- 










tunate. 


2, 3 Hen, 6. 


5 






SECT. II. 




IN DEXof Manners, 










PaiTions, and their 










external EfFefts. 










N. B. the Names of the 










f^itioui Perfons to ivbam 










tbefe CharaSiers are af- 










pUedj are annexed in an 










Alphabetical Index en- 










Suing. Vid. Sta. 3. 










A. 










A LLY, a perfidious 










one, in Burgundy, 


\Hen.6. 


4 


432 




Ambition. 


Hen. 8. 


5 


378 fF»t. 


—covered with fpe- 


i 






cious Humility. . 


\7uUC^/aT. 


Vi 


^ »^ 


Bt«(. 



I N D E 


X. 








Play. 


Vol 




Perfon. 


aloasof afuc* 










jl Friend. 


Ant.zndi C/eo, 


7 


131 


r^«. 


Dus Woman in 










7or, 


2 Hen. 6. 


5 


12 




in the D. of 






. 




ingham. 


Hen. 8, 




311 




ts external £f- 










painted. 


ibid. 


I 


365 


IFoL 


)n. 


Temp. 




59 


Art. 


Ltion. 


ibid. 




64 Pro. 


ical hardened 










lin, vtd. Bar- 










im. 










5 and Cruelty. 










Shylock.Vohi, 










oi'Fen, 










B. 










3t true to his 










iTtign.CarliJli, 


Ricbatd 2. 


4 






Rebel, Tork. 


2 Hen 4. 








s,thtDaufbw, 


Hen. ;. 




334 




, the Badard. 


K. 7(^^«. 


3 






ffcribed. 


ibid. 




362 




C. 










tier ( a bold 










ain o dealing ) 










«/. 


Richard 2. 


4 






ent. 


K. Lw. 


6 






I accompllfhed 










<i//V. Bucking- 










Hen. 8. 




5 






lip, Gloucefler*^ 


' 








ady A7ine. 


Richard ^. 


• 


199 


GIo. 


>nourable, in- 




. 






;d by a Father. 


Temp\ 


I 


<i 


Prof: 


rfcribed. 


Mi^f.N.Dr, 


\ \ 'i\\H*\: 




CL4 






v^ 



/ 


N D E 


X- 






Play. 


Vol|Page 


F( 


Coart/hip, a beautiful 










Scene betwixt Ro- 










nuo and Juliet. 


Rom.^niJuL 


8 


31 




Counfellor, an honeft 










one, *vid» Gonscalo, 










Child, the Duty it 










owes a Father. 


Mid/. N. D. 


1 


74 


Th 


Country Squire in 


« 








Slender. 


MW.QilVin. 








Chaltity fcandalized, 


. 








beautifully painted 










in Hero. 


M.A.ab.Not. 


2 


54 




Chaltity, *z;/V. Valeria, 










Courage in old Men. 


MA.aLNot, 


2 


69 Let 


Courage. 


Tarn. o/Scc. 


2 


370 />« 


•~ different Notions 










of it in a Senator, 










and a General. 


Timon, 


6 


148 1 5 


Care, in a Merchant. 


Mer, of Fen. 


2 


89 ' Sai 


Conftancy. 

D. 
TTsAugbteis unduti- 
•*^ ful, inG^wr/7and 


Aat, lindCleo, 


7 


'93 


CU 










Regan. 


K. Lear. 


6 






Daughter, dutiful, in 










Cordelia* 


ibid. 








DcQjair, in the Ago- 










nies of Death. Car- 










dinal Beaufort. 


2 Hen. 6. 


5 
3 


^3 




—-of Pardon. 
E 


mnt. Tale. 


280 Pai 


Envy. 

F. 

pEar, arifing from an 
expeaedEvil. 


Henry 8. 


5 


366 


m 










2Hen,±. 4l 187I 


Noi 


Fsther, an unnatiiTa\p\ V 'i ' 




in TlorL 


\Ri<foara^• 


\ 


\ 1^ 


^ 



I N D ^E X.' 



Father's pafiion on the 

ill Conduft of a 

Daughter. 
• fondnefs for his 

Child. 
French Quack's Airs, 

in Dr. Cuius. 
Fury. 

G. 

p«Ravity affeded, to 
^ be thought Wife. 
Grief. 

— its Nature to mul- 
tiply afflidlions. 

— beautifully defcri- 
bed in Cordelia. 

• - - at parting of Lo- 
vers, Q^Marg^ and 

— a Mother's for her 
Son murderM. 

— ^ wrought to Rage 
in Q. Margaret, 

..- a Father's (an Old 
General) for his 
Sons and Daughter. 

a virtuous Wife's, 

wrong'd by her 
Hofband. 

*— a Hafband's on the 
murder of his Wife 
and Children. 

— a valiant Father's 
for the Death of a 
brave Son. 

H. 



H^p^' ' 



Play. 


Volll 


M.A.ah.Not. 


2 


IF int. Tale. 


3 


MW,oimn. 
Ant.znA Cleo. 


I 
7 


Mer. of Fen. 
Richard 2. 


. 2 

4 


ibid. 




K. Lear. 


6 


2 Hen. 6. 


5 


3 Hen. 6. 




Richard $. 




Tit. AndrQ. 


6 


Cymhel. 


7 


Macbeth. 


'6 


ibid. 





Page 
[58 

248 
158 



9« 
»3 

33 

78 

61 
183 
208 

222 

251 

331 



Perfon. 
> Leon, 
Leo. PoL 

En9. 



Gra. 
Dutch. 



Gent. 



^een. 



Tit. 



Macd. 



Siiv.- 



Item. 



Richard 2, 
Richard ^% 

0.5 




Highwayman, Gads- 

bill. 
Horror, its outward 

effeas. 
^— raised in the Cha- 

radlers of Jaron, 

fTamorat and Satur- 

ninus, 

I. 

JUftices, CouTjtry, 
SbalkivzndSiJence. 
Inconftancy. 
Jealoufy, in Ford, 

— the rife and gromh 
of it charader'd in 
Leonies, 

—-item. 

— in Foftbumus, 

— the motives , 
growth, and fatal 
efFeds of it admira- 
bly fhewed in O- 
ihello, 

Joy, excefs produccth 

Tears. 
Ingratitude, in Lucul- 
lusj LuciuSt SemfrO' 
nius* 

K. 

TT-ING, of rafhill 

^ Condua,/?/V>&. 2. 

*— -wife and valiant, 

Henry 4. 
•— • weak, cholcrick, 

mifcrable, Lear, 
— meek, religious, 
. uijfortunaXCjinHcn- 
yj6. 



I N D E 

Play. 
zHtfu 4. 

I Hen, 4. 

Henry 8. 

Titus Andro* 



X. 

Vol 
4 



2 Hen, 4. 
2 Gent, Fer. 
M,fF,offFin. 



Wint, Tale, 

Tro.^XidiCre/, 

Cymhel, 



Othello, 
M.A,aB,Not. 

Timon, 



362 



Pcrfon: 



Nir. 



206 



Pr9. 



403 
236 



Leon, 



lie 




KjDg, amorons^brave, 
faccefsful) in Ed- 
*ward 4. 

— — bold,craft)r « cruel , 
diflembling, in Ri- 
chard^, 

fp— brave, rdigious, 
fortunate, in Hen- 
ryj. 

T OVE, expreffedby 

a Soldier, 
•^-virtuous. 

— protefted by Ri- 
chard 3 . 

»— the firfl Motions 
exprefs*d hyHen, 8. 
<i;/V. Anne Bulhn. 

•— by Miranda and 
Ferdinand, 

— the Croffes of it. 
— Appointment pro- 
tilled. 

—its nature. 
— ' Charm to enkindle 
it. 

— in the Queen of 
Fairies, beautifully 
imagined. 

•—given over. 

changed to aver- 

fion. 

'-, — commended and 
difpraifcd. 

— froward and dif- 
fembling. 

— expels all other 
pailions. 

*— i£5 OnginaL 



I N D E 

Play. 
3 Hen, 6. 



Richard ^. 



ibid. 



Hen. 5. 
3 Hen. 6. 

Richard^. 



Tempeft. 
MidJ. N. Dr. 

ibid, 
ibid. 

ibid. 



ibid, 
ibid. 

ibid. 

2 Gent. Ver, 

ibid. 

Mer:. of Vtn 
As you like it 



Vol Pagej Perfen. 



376 
?8i 



»9 

77 

78 
80 

89 



102 
122 

97 

144 
149 



K. Hen. 
War. 






Lyf.Her, 

Hef. ' 
Hel. 

Oh. 



^een. 
Dem. 

Lyf. 

Val Pro. 

Jul 






^jjy^^ 



/ N 

Lo?e, itt (everal Of- 
fices. 

——all other paffions 
loft in it. 

—at firft fight, 
in Man and Wo- 
man, compared. 

•—concealed, beau- 
tifully painted. 

in a young brave 
General. 

— conftancy in, 
proteded. 

—quitted by a Sol- 
dier. 

■ -its qualities. 

•— impatient of delay 

—item. 

impatient of ab- 

fence. 
Luft. 
—in a grave Mi- 

nifter of State. 



D E X. 



M. 

VfAdnefs, real m 
. Lear, counterfeit 
in Edgar, 

Melancholy. 

— feveral kinds of it. 

Mother , lamentirg 
her Sons, 
item. 

Murderer, in Exton. 

P. 



Play. 

As you like it, 

Twelftb'N. 
ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

Tra.indCre/, 



Rom,9ndyui. 



Vol 

2 



Othelio. 
Mda, forMea 



K. Lear. 
Com. of En 
As you like it, 

Richard 3 . 
ibid. 
Richard 2. 



pEdantry>inSirfl«?/6 
^ E^vans. . \MWs, 

■ ■ In Armadoy Holo-\ 
/krms, Natba^UL ^ '^'•'' 



.^Wii 



Page 
335 

102 
118 

129 



7 I 3»9 
368 

376 
13 

I38 

55 

302 
288 

J 324 
I 326 



3 
2 

5 
4 

V 



227 
320 

228 
270 

8s 



\ 



.Perfoftr 
Sil. 

Duki. 

Oli. 

lDHi,ru 

rio. 

Tro. 

Tr.zniQ 

Pat. 
Rom^ 

Jul- 
Fri. 
JuL 

Biank 
Song, 

[Ang, 



Ahh. 
Jaques. 

Dutch, 
^een. 



Lo«ue^iL.l<iP» . '^ 



\ 



^i 



/ N 



X. 



Princes young and va- 
liant, P. Henry and 
Lancafter. 

Prophctefs, XTiJoan^i 
Orleans* 

Pride. 



ID AGE, arifing from 
Grief, n^id, Ntr- 
tbumbirland. 

— ^ariiiDgin a Father 
from theundutiful- 
neisofbisChildren. 

— in a Son for the 
murder of his Fa- 
ther, in Richard, 

Rebel, crafty and ti- 
moroas. Not t hum- 
herland, 

— -crafty and refolute, 
Weftmorland. 

— brave and indif- 
creet, Hct/pur. 

Revenge, implacable. 
S, 

gUperftition, in Glen- 
do'-wer, - 

Sifter, tenderly affec- 
tionate, *uid» 1/abeL 
V. 

X7lllain, falfe, crafty^ 
bold, defcrib^d in 
Edmund. 
—the murderers of 

Clarence. 
Virtuous fcventy of 
Mind* 



D E 

Play. Vol 
iand2^^ff.4. 

I Hen, 6. 

yrc.andCr//^ 



K. Lear. 



izndzHen.j^. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

Mer. of Fen. 



I Hen. 



K. Lear* 
Richard ^, 
Mea.{oiMea 



Page 



PerfoB» 



394 
371 



UiiA 



121 



146 
148 



Greu 




INDEX. 



w. 



■tirlFF, lamenting 
^^ herHufband. 
—i— a good one. 'vid. 

Catharine J Queen 

to Henry 8, 
. - -complaining of the 

unkindne(s of her 

Hufband. 
—the ill efFea» of 

her Jealpufy . 
**— complaining of 

being foirfaken by 

her Hufband. 
Womankind , their 

Nature, 
—-item. 



SECT. III. 

INDEX of fidb'tious 
Perfons, with the 
Charaders afcribed 
to them. 

A. 

jJR'viragus^siv^ . Gut- 
deriusM 
jinthoniOf^crael, falfe, 

ufurping Brother. 
Angeh, 2L fevere new 

Governor. 
Adrianay a pcevifh 

jealous Wife. 
Anthonio^ a Friend. 
Mam, a grateful old 

Servant. 
SirAftdreiv Ague- chee)!_ 
a foolifh Cowardly 
Knight. 



Pity. 

Richard ^. 



I Vol 



Com, of £r. 
ibid. . 

Macbeth, 

2 Gent. Fer, 
Mea.forMea, 



7empcft» 

MeaSorMea. 

Com. of Er, 
Mer, of f^ett. 



■\ 

n 



Ai you like it 



Page 



228 



C190 
1^95 

227 



322 

176 
33^ 



Perfon. 



S^eeui 



} 



Air. 



Ahh. 



L Macd. 



Val 
l/ab. 



iTqjucI/Ni&bt 




INDEX. 



7nius, a Cynic. 

nardine^ an A> 
eiilical hardened 
•etch. 

icktBeatrice, two 
iracal Wits. 
72^, forthtide in 
jrace. 

C. 

han^ a Savage 
[an. 
or the Country. 

3. 

tern. 

, Infolence and 

ly. 

iusi Blood, In- 

andUfurpation. 

ia^ a Mifs. 

D. 
Qiemona, Beauty 
nd Innocence fa- 
ic'd to Jealoufy. 
Tiona^s Charac- 

im, 
im, 
;m. 

E. 
nund, a crafty, 
ire,enterprizing 
illain. 



Play. 
Timon. 



MeaSoxMea, 
Cymbeline, 



Tempeft. 

ibid. 

As you like it 

TiAjeL Night, 

Cymheline, 

Hamlet. 

Tro.dXidiCre/. 



Othello. 



|6 



K. luir. 



V 



Paget Perfoo* 



355 



i6 



240 
246 
259 
269 
278 
309 
332 



Bra. 

idem. 

Caf. 

id. tcjagom 

0th. 
idem. 



\ 



'l.^w 



INDEX, 



BgiMSt t cruel morofe 
Father. 



TRAlJiaff, Sir John, re- 
^ folvcs on an in- 
trigue with Mrs. 
For if, zndMrs, Page. 
■■ • his Billet Doux, 
— . — fettles an Affig- 
nation with Mrs. 

— — his Difcovery of 

it to For4f difguis'd 

like Brooi. 
——his firft addrefs to 

Mrs. Ford. 
— -— furpriz'd, and ef- 

capes in a Bafket. 
— . — his Account of 

his being thrown 

into the Thames, 
—an other Affignation 

with Mrs. Quickly. 

— makes a full rela- 
tion to Ford of his 
former ..difappoint- 
ment. 

—meets with Mrs. 

Fordy and is again 

furpriz^d. 
•— efcapes undifco- 

ver'dinthedifgui.e 

of an Old Woman. 

— his Soliloquy on 
this Occafion. 

— — a Third Meeting 
/etried with Mrs. 
^ickly. 



Play. 

Mid/. N. Dr. 



Vol/Page 
I 



M.W.ofmn. 



222 
228 



237 

242 
252 

261 
262 

263 

267 

272 
279 




Perl 



x%A 



FaJ/afy Sir Johti, re- 
lates co/V'r^/ his late 
difappointment. 

— meets Mrs. For J 
in Wind/or Park. 

— furprized, and 
feizcdbyMr./*«r/ 

*— his courfe of Life 
defcribed by Prince 
Henry, 

*— concerts a Rob- 
bery with thePrince. 

•-— his Horfe taken 
from him in the 
Adventure. 

— — infults the Prince 
to conceal his own 
Cowardife. 

— — pcrlbnates the 
King, to chide Pr. 
HiHry, 

•—the Tavern Bill 

found in hi$Pockcr, 
•— his Rallery on 

Bardolfhie^ Nofe. 
•— his Quarrels with 

the Hoilefs, 
•— — his Defcription 

of his new - rais'd 

Company. 

— his Defcription of 
Honour. 

•— — his Behaviour 
in the Battle at 
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——reprimanded by 
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—pleads before the 
Chief Jnftice. 
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^ickly^ and bor- 
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his Letter to the 
Prince, 
—treats Doll Tear- 
Jheet, 

— revenges her 
Quarrel on PiJioL 

•— furprizcd with hei 

by the Prince whilft 

he was railing at him. 

— — inlifts Soldiers be- 

foreJufliee5^/i//9w. 

——his Charadler of 

the Juilice. 
~— takes Colevile 

Prifoner, 
•— -hisEncomium on 
the Virtues of Sack, 
—his Chara£ler of 
Juftice SballoiM and 
his Family. 

-receives News of 

Henry 4th hisDeath . 

— prefents himfelf 

to Henry 5. 
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felf to Ophelia as a 
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• • • with Rofincrant% 

and Guildenftern* 

■ '■ his Soliloquy a* 
bout bis own Delay 
to revenge his Fa- 
ther's Murder. 

»■ ■ his Soliloquy 
wh lift he meditated 
Self-murder, inter- 
rupted by Ophelia 9 

^ his Charafler by 

Ophelia. 

•— his Advice to the 
Players about pro- 
nutici^tion and ac- 
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■■ profeflVth hii 

Friend(hipto/:/wvi- 
/!«, with a Detella^ 
tion of Flattery. 

•• difcovers the King's 
Guilt by the Play, 

•— banters the Mef- 
fengers the K. and 
Q. fent to him. 

»— debates with him* 
felf whether he 
(hou'd kill the King 
at his Prayers. 

• - . upbraids the Qu. t* 

with her Guilt, 
when the Ghod 
appears again lo^ 
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yaquesf a melancholy 
Satirical Charadler. 

Imogen^ Diftrefs in a 
beautiful Innocent 
Wife. 

Juliety beautiful, con- 
ftant, and unfortu- 
nate in Love. 

JagOy a confummate 
Villain. 

K. 

Katharine^ a Shrew. 

L. 

T Aunce^ a Clown. 
Z«f/o, a half-wit- 
ted Rake. 
LmnaUi a brave old 

Man, and a tender 

Father. 
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lous. 
Laviniay beautiful,in- 

nocent, and greatly 

unfortunate. 
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a Son and a Brother. 

M. 
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Maluolioy a fantattical 
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Brother neglefted 
by the Elder. 

Opheliuy Beauty and 
Innocence diftradl- 
ed with Calamities. 

Othelloy his Service of 
importance to the 
State own*d by lago, 

—— owns himfelf of 
Royal Defcenty and 
Love the fole mo- 
tive of bis marrying 
De/demona, 

i— feized and infulted 
by her Father. 

— — accuied by him 
before the Duke, he 
relates the whole 
progrefs of his A- 
mour. 

— defcribcd by lago, 
of a temper eafyand 
credulous. 

— — his meeting at 

Cyfrus with Defiie- 

mona, ' 
■ laga begins to 

work him up to 

Jealoufy. 

— his Soliloquy after 
it. 

— his Jealoufy con- 
firm'd, a beautiful 
Scene. 

— aiks Defdemona for 
the Handkerchief, 
tells the virtues of 
it. 
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pOflhumusyfond and 

■^ jcalouj. 

Fro/fero, a Magician. 
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and covetous. 
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■^ Pretender to Love. 
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brave Soldier and 
unfortunate Father. 
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great Men. 


\Hen. ^. 
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^•L\aui:V 



13aly expreiTed with 
fimplicity accepta- 
ble. 

Death,the terrors of it. 
the defire of 
lov'd objeds heigh- 
tened by it. . 

— — 'a neceflary end, 
and fhould not be 
feared. 

Delights, violent, not 
lafting. 

Drankennefs, an un- 
manly vice. 

E, 

PClipfes, their in- 
fluence. 



pA6lion, how to be 
carried on. 

item. 

Favourites of Princes, 

wretched. 
Friendfhip, none ob- 

ferved in Love. 
'Fruition more languid 

than Expectation. 
Fortune. 
Friendfhip grounded 

on Intereft changed 

with Fortune. 
Fly, reflexions on the 

killing one. 
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Gold, its power, 
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Grief , immoderate 

difcommended. 

H. 

ttONOUR, Man's 

^^ greateflTreafure. 

Holy War. 

Honour. 
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new-made de- 
fcribed. 
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only. 
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Virtue,not to Birth. 

—continued adls 
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I. 
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Titus Andr. 


6 


247 


Tarn. 


Life» thefhortnefs and 










vanity of it. 
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340 


Mac. 


M. 










VfAN. 

^^^ Marriage. 


K. Lear. 
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4 


Page 
352 


3 


379 


4 


40s 


4' 


431 


5 


125 




'79 




296 




298 


4 


43 

27 




40 
144 
1^7 




201 


I 


239 



Perfon, 






^j 



INDEX. 



K HenAV. toTr. Hen j^ 


Play. 


Vol 


Page-. 


when he had taken; 








the Crown. 


I Hen. 4. 


4 


259 


K, Henry rihh to Fal 








ftaff' 


ibid. 




276 


* - - to Cambridge. 








Scroop tni Grayson 








their Confpiracy. 


flV/rry 5. 




305 


The Conflable's and 








Grandpree*s againll 








the Englijh. 


ibid. 




350 


K. Learh againft Wo- 








men. 


K. Lr^zr. 


6 


86 - 


- - - abufe of Power. 


ibid. 




87 


Baftar. FauUonbridgeh 








againft the French, 
7albot\ to his Men^ 


Y^.John. 


3 


410 








retreating. 


I H^«. 6. 


4 


403 


Suffolk^ agzlinft Duke 








Humphry, 


;5 Hen, 6. 


5 


48 


K. Henrfs to Suffolk, 








on D. Humphrey* i 








Death. 


ibid. 




1 
1 '3 


Q^Margarefs anfwer . 


ibid. 




- - - to Tork when 








taken Prifoner, and 








his Reply. 


3 Hen. 6. 




115 


Ed^ardf and Clarence 




, 




to Q^Margaret, 


ibid. 




129 


K. Henr/s to G/ou- 








cefter l3efore he is 








killed by him. 


ibid. 




186 


Q: Margaret^ to i?d'- 


* 






miard the Fourths 








Queen, and the D. 








of TorL 


Richard 3 . 




271 


Q^ Catharine's to the 








two Cardinals. \Hcn.%. ( 


V 


. 3S3 


7imon\ to his £a\^A \ \ \ 


friends- 


\Timon, 


\^ 


»\'»''i'>. 



EXECRATIVE. 

Diehard the Secood, 
to England on his 
Arrival. 

King Lear againft his 
Daughters. 

Suffolk on his Baniih- 
ment. 

Lady Jnne againft Ri- 
chard the Third. 

Q^Margaret*s againil 
him, ^c. 

Timon'Sy on the Jthe;- 

nians. 
' ■ 6n Mankind. 

C^tf/«»«/>onthe Peo- 
pie of Rome who 
banifhed bim. 

DELIBERATIVE, 

V Richard 'inFr'iCon. 
^^' Prince Harr/s 

on refolving to leave 

his debauched way 

of Life. 
Lord Bardolpb^Sf on 

fighting with fupe- 

rior Forces. 
Burgundy* s for Peace. 
The Citizens' for a 

Marriage betwixt 

the Dauphin and 

Blanch. 
Agamemnon^%y NeftorSy 

UlyJfes\fQnAchilles*s 

defertion. 



I N D E 

Play. 



X. 



Richard 2. 

K. Lear. 

2 Hen. 6. 

Richard ^, 

ibid. 

Timon. 
ibid. 

Con'ol. 
Richard 2. 
I Hen%/^. 



2 Hen. 4. 
Henry 5. 



K. John. 
Tro.zniCref. 



Vol 


Page 


4 
6 


I47 


5 


60 




198 




211 


6 


'55 
15I 




421 


4 


8z 




102 




200 
.374 


3 


36. 


,T 


I W 



Perfon. 



\"\ . 



INDEX. 

Play. 
NARRdTIVE. 

TJOtfpur'% to the K. 
about delivering 

Prifoners. i Hen,^. 

The Chief Juftice's 

Defence to King 

HeH, 5. 2 Hen. 4. 

jE';t^^r*s,of the Deaths 

o^Tork and Suffolk, Henry 5. 
Dnkeofrtfr/i's, of a 

Battle. 3 Hen, 6. 

Ricbar(Ps^ of the D. 

of Tork's fighting, ibid. 
Clarence's Dream of 

drowning. Richard'^, 

Nor/olk^s defcription 

of the interview 

betwixt the K. of 

EngL and France^ Hen, 8* 
K. JK?/5tjry Eighth's on 

his Divorce. [ ibid. 

jSntigonus^ Account 

of a Ghoft appear- 
ing to him. JVint, Tale.^ 

PATHETIC K. 

jDlchard II. on the 
Vanity of Power, 
and Mifery of 
Kings, 
— — on the fame, re 
nouncing Greatijefs 
in Dcfpair. 
— at his renouncing 

fhe Crown. 
Lady Percys to Hott 
Jpur. 



Richard 2, 

ibid-, 
ibid. 
1 Hfn. V 



\ 



Vo] 


Page 


4 


103 




Z67 




36? 


5 


114 




119 




215 




308 




348 


3 


282 


4 


49 




5^ 


^ • 


66 



Perfoo. 




\\^ 



\a^ 



I N D E 



Lady Peny^s to Nor^ 

ihumberland. 
K. iS/^Kry Fourth's, on 

the vicifTicude of 

human Affairs. 
Pr. ^i?«ry's Defence of 

himfelf. 

K,Lear*s in the Storm. 

— to Conielia, 
'— to her dying. 
Conftancil to Saiif'' 



Qury. 
— — her Speeches on 

the lofs o^ Arthur, 
Sali/bury^s,OTi taking 

Armsagainft his K. 
Suffolk' i to Margaret 9 

in love with his 

Prifoner. 
Henry Sixth's on D. 
Humphry s difgrace. 
Suffolk, and Q^Mar^ 

garety parting. 
Edward Fourth's on 

the Murder ofC/a^ 

rence, 
D. of Bucking ham's 

after Condemna- 
tion. 
Q^Catharines before 

her Divorce. ^ 
Cardinal H^olfey^ to 

Crom<weL 
Q^ Catharine's, re- 
commending her 

Daughter to the K. 
Helena's, on her Huf- 

band's flying from 

her to the 



ng trc 
War. 



Play, 
2 Hen, 4. 



ibid. 

ibid. 

K. Lear. 

ibid, 
ibid. 

K. John. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

1 Hen. 6. 

2 Hen, 6. 

ibid. 

Richard 3 . 

Hen. 8. 

ibid. 

ibid. 



Vol Pagef Pcrfon. 
212 

227 

260 
{54 

92 
105 

Z^7 
382 
406 

4 454 

5 46 
60 

226 

344 

37^ 




I N D E 


Ucrmion^s Defence 


Play. 


when impeached of 




Adultery. 


Wint. Tale. 


M.Antony % on Ca/ar's 




Murder. 


Jul Cafar. 


——his Funeral Ora- 




tion over the Body. 


ibid. 


SOLILO^IES. 




jr H^»ry the Fourth, 
* on want of fleep. 


2 Hen. 4. 


Prince Henry, on the 




Troubles attending 




Greatnefs. 


ibid. 


Henry Fifth, on the 




Miferies of Kings. 


Hen. 5. 


On new-made Ho- 




nour, by the Ba/- 




tard. 


K. John. 


On Self-intereft, by 




the fame. 


ibid. 


D. of York's on the 




furrender of Jnjou 




to the French. 


2 Hen. 6. 


• — on his defign to 




feize the Throne 




for himfelf. 


ibid. 


Young Clifford on the 




Death of his Fa- 




ther. 


ibid. 


King Henrys on the 


•** 


Happinefs of low 




life; 


3 Hen. 6. 


after he loft the 




Battle, on his Q^ 




going to France. 


ibid. 


Chiucefier*s on his de- | 


fovmny^ and am-\ 


h'liioiu 


\Md. 



Vol 


Page 


3 

7 


275 

544 
147 

50 


4 


226 




257 




346 


3 


345 




366 


5 


II 




SO 




96 




132 


\. 


"140 



Per 



\\A 



INDEX. 



Warwick ' s dying 
Speech. 

Richard the Third's 
on his deformity. 

TirrePs on the Mur- 
der of K, EdwarcTs 
two Sons. 

Richmond's the Night 
before the Battle. 

Richard the Third, 
in defpair. 

Cardinal fVol/ey*^ on 
the viciflitudes of 
life. 

Pro/pero\ to the Spi- 
rits. 

jfngelo*s on tempta 
tion to Lull by a 
virtuoas Beauty. 

lachifn&*s looking on 
Imogen afleep. 

Pojihumiu ' s againll 
Women. 

Romeo'% over Juliet in 
the Vault. 

The King's, defpair- 
ing of Pardon for 
Inceft and Murder. 

N. B. ^he Speeches in 
Julius Csefar, An- 
tony tf WCleopatrai 
Macbeth, Hamlet, 
and Othello, are 
xhiefiy placed under 
the Titles of thofi 
Flays. 



Play. 
3 Hen, 6. 

Richard I, 

ibid* 
ibid« 
ibid. 

Hen. 8. 
TempeJ. 

MeaSorMea. 
Cymhelim. 

Rom, zn^JuL 
Hamlet. 



Vol 
5 



Page 
177 
»93 

26a 
291 
294 

370 
60 

324 
228 

240 
92 

174 



Ferfon. 



\ \ \%^^^ 



/ N 



SECT. VI. 
INDEX of Defcrip. 
tions, or Images. 

I. Dcfcriptions of 
Places. 

B. 
Banky fiowry. 

D. 
Dover Clif. 

England celebrated. 

difpraifed by the 

•*- Conftableofi^r<J»r/. 
. defcribed in its 

fituation. 
... - only conqaer'd 

byinteftine Divi- 

fions. 
— itslntereftin re- 

lation to France. 
its fituation. 

F. 

A Field after a Battle, 

G. 

Gloucefterjhire, 

I. 

rtichanted 111c. 

K. 
Kent. 

L. 

Lombardy^ 



D E 

Flay. 



Mid/. N. Dr. 
K. Lear. 

Richard 2. 
Hen. 5. 
K. John. 

ibid. 

3 Hen. 6. 
Cjmbeline. 

Henry 5. 
Richard 2. 

Tempeji. 
2 Hen. 6. 
Taw. of 2tQ.v 



X 

VolPage 



\ 



92 
83 

25 

327 

3SOi 

419 

»57 
242 

363 
37 
45 



Petfco. 



Oi. 

EJg. 

Gaunt. 

Con. 

Juft. 

Baft. 

Haflm 
Slueew. 

Mount. 
North. 

Cai 



19 M* 

\^ Lucentlo^ 

\ \ 



N. 



Nik, its flow dcfcribcd. 

P. 

Ptfa. 

S. 

The Severn. 
Salique Land. 



Trent, at Burton. 
T&nver of London, 

V. 

Vale, a dark and 
melancholy one. 



I N D E 

Play. 
Jnt.SiudCIeo. 



II. Defcriptiont of 
Perfons. 

A. 

A Pothccary, his Po- 
verty and Shop 
defcribed. 

B. 

'nEaatiful Maid. 
•*^ ABifhopin Arms. 
Bedlam Beggars. 
Beautiful Perfon pe- 
titioning. 
A Baili£ 

C. 

/^Ommons of Enp- 

^ land, 

•—their Inconftancy. 



Tam,oftbeSb. 



I Hen. 4. 
Hen, 5. 



I Hen. 4. 
Hicbard 3 . 



Tit* Andro. 



Rom. tind Jul, 



Tam.c/theSb. 
z Hen. 4. 
K. Lear. 

2 Gen. Fer. 
Com. of £r. 



Richard z. 
z Hen^ 4. 



X. 

YoljPage 
126 

358 



105 
289 



'39 

237 



214 



87 

418 

24c 

42 

1 8c 
215 



3^ 
201 



Perfon* 



Luc. 



Hot. 
Cant. 



Hot. 



Twtt. 



Rom. 



Pet. 

Weft. 

Edgar^ 

Pro. 
S. Dro. 



Bagotn 



\ 



Kja^ 



INDEX. 



Courtier, an unfuc- 


Play. 


Vol 


Page 


Perfon. 


cefsful one. 


Hen. 8. ■ 


5 


342 


QUI, 


Cheats, feveral forts. 


C*«. of £r. 


3 


186 


Ant. 


Conftables and watch- 






Is* 




men. 


M.Aab.Not, 


2 




Courtier, humoroufly 








dercribed. 


As you like it. 




339 C/». 


Candidate for an Of- 








fice, 


Corici. 


6 


41 2 Car. 


D. 








A Deformed Perfon. 
A dying Perfon 


K. John. 


3 


368 Confi. 










by Poifon, in K. 










John. 


ibid. 




4.6 


• 












Prifon, in Mortimer, 


1 Hen, 6. 


4 






—by ftrangling in 










D. Humphny. 


2 Hen. 6. 


5 


56 


War, 










Defpair, in Cardinal^ 








Seau/hril. 


ibid. 




68 




Drunken Men. 


Temptft. 


1 


S6 


Ari. 


Dying of Grief. 


M,^M,kc. 


1 


70 


1 l*ri. 


Debtor. 


Timom. 


1 39 


Stm. 


Duellift. 


Rom.uiidyul, 


8 


40««-. 


Death, in a beautiful 






, 


Face. 


ibid. 




8sC«A 


—item. 


Cymhtline, 


7 


275^ 


Arv. 


—-item. 


Rcm.KndJu/. 


8 


92 


Rom. 


E. 

Jii^glijhmen in pre- 
ference to the 










French, 


Hin, 5. 


4 


333 


K. Mm. 


-— defcribed by the 










French, 


1 Hen, 6. 




393 




—•ridiculed for fol- 










7owinj5 French Fa- 


\ Hc». ^• 


\. 


\v 


\ 



^^^ 



INDEX. 



rlijhmen ridicurd 
>r hard Drinking. 

F. 

Foppifli Courtier. 
Flatterers of great 
Men. 
ries. 

—item, Mab 
^een of. 
ry-Mafquerade. 
tune- teller. 



the 



Eneral, leading a 
vidoriousArmy. 

H- 

Ypocrite. 

— »item. 
— — item. 

I. 

\ijl9min. 
A Juftice. 
cftcr. 

K. 

ING> a good one 

defer! bed. 
ightsoftheGarter. 
'tijhmen. 
ig, a good. 

L. 

3ver, banilhed. 
Lovers, humor- 
►ufly defcribed. 
^ers parting. 



Play. 

Othello. 



I Hen 4. 

K. Lear. 
Mid/. N. D. 

Rom. and Jul 
M.fF.offTin. 
Com of £r. 



CorioL 



Richard 3 

ibid. 

Rm.^XiiJklil 



Richard «. 
As y9H like it* 
Twel, Night. 



Macbeth. 
I Hen, 6. 
3 Hen, 6. 
ibid. 



Rom, and Jul. 

ibid. 
Cjmbeline^ 



Vol 
8 


Pag» 
270 


4 


103 


6 

1 


38 
85 


8 

I 


23 
286 


3 


231 


6 


438 


5 

.8 


214 
S8 


4 

2 

3 


28 

296 
"37 


6 
4 
5 


3*8 

435 
no 
172 


8 


61 


>1 


30 



Perfon. 
lago. 

Hot. 
Kent. 

Merc, 
E. Ant. 

Com. 



Glo. 

Gio. Butk. 

Jul. 



K,Rieheird. 

Jaquis* 

Fio. 



Talb. 
York. 
K. Hen, 



Rom. 
Mer. 



\js\^ 



INDEX. 



Lovet defcribed. 

*— item, 
—item. T 
— conftant. 
•'-^lianifhed. 
—in Solitude. 
Lover defcribed. 

Lovers parting. 

M. 

Vf Eflenger, with ill 

^^^ News. 

- — item. 

—with good News. 

A Mad-man. 

A Miferable Mother 

in Coi^ema* 
m '.' Eehvarel the 

Fourth's Widow. 
Mermaid. 
Melancho]y-man. 

. N. 

^Ew8-tcllers, 
"^^ A Nun. 

O. 

/r\Ld Manopprefs'd 

with Cares, 
— vrgorous,from tem- 
perance in Youth. 
Old Man in the ex- 
tremity of decay. 
Old Men ftbjeft to\ 
iiigratitude> > 



Play. 

As you like it, 

2 Gent. Fer. 

ibid. 

ibid.. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

As you like it. 


Vol 

2 
I 

2 


Page 

156 
166 

«73 
178 
203 

309 


p 

Sil 

J" 

Ju 
Fa 
idi 


TrozndCre/. 


7 


1 387 




2 Hen. 4. 
K. Join. 
2 Hen, 4. 
K. Lear. 


4 
3 

t 


187 
367 

11 


No 
Ct, 
K. 
Cti 


K Jchw. 


3 


38> 


K. 


Richard %. 

md/,N.Dr. 

Hamlet. 


J 

8 


270 

88 

.46 


Oi 


K. John. 
MidJ\ N. Dr. 


'. 


39^ 
75 




Com. of£r. 


3 


233 


^ 


As you like it. 


2 


286 


Ai 


,ibid» 


i^9? 


7' 


\Timon, 


\^ 


A^, 


^^ 



INDEX. 



P. 



pOft-Meffengcr. 
—fee the fame 

de(cribed. 
Pedants, in Armadoy 

Holoftrnth Natba- 

me/* 



A Quarrelfome Per- 
^ (5n. 

S- 

C01dicryoung,bravc 
and onpol idled. 

Soldit^rs in Armoar. 

Serving-man. 

Sea- faring Ferfons in 
diilrefs. 

lavage man. — *i/iV. 
Caiihan. 

Swimmer, 
item. 

Soldier. 

School-boy. 

Shepherd. 

T. 

'pWins, their like- 
nefs defcribcd in 
the \vioAntipholi5'% 
and Dromid*s, 

TalkativcCoxcombs. 

Trojans. 

V. 



Play. 

2 Hen. 4. 
K. Lear. 

Love*sLJofl, 
Rom.ztidJuL 



Tro, SLtidCre/, 
1 Hen. 4. 
K. Lear, 

Tempeft. 



Jul Cafar. 
Tempeft. 
AtyouliAt, \ 
ibid. i 

ibid. 



Com of Er, 
Mer. of Fen, 
Tro.^ndCre/, 



Vol 

4 
6 



ym^ 



\aiD*s look. 



K. JJjn, 



Page 

186 
43 



Perfon. 

Trav, 
Kent, 



V 



5° 



394 

10 



II 

26 

296 

299 



143 

337 



Mer. 



Uly/. 
Ver. % 
Edgar, 

Pro. 



Can 
Fran. 

C Juques. 

\ idem. 



Lor. 
JEn. 






Ws^ 



^\\.^ 



w. 



I N D E 

Play, 



X.^ 



^XTltch. t;/V. Sycorax, 
woman of a Sa- 
tirical Wit. 

—item. 

Wife, a good one. 

Woman's Man. 

Witches, and their 
Charms. 

Woman, a lewd one. 

y. 

VOung Gentleman, 
. an accompli(hed. 
item. 

Youth, a pert Pre- 
tender. 

Younger Brother , 
kept without Edu- 
cation. 

Youth, a beautiful 
one defcribed. 

Young Lady playing 
on the Lute, and 
iinging. 

Youth, a pert one. 

— , — two of Royal 
Birth. 



IIL Defcriptions of 
Things. ' 
A. 
A N army difbanded. 
•^ —-Embarking, 
Ettglijhy new 
rai/ed. 



M. A. ah. N. 

ibid. 

Men of Fen, 

Lo've*sL.loft. 

Macbeth, 
TrcSLudCre/. 



2 Gent. Ver, 
Cymheline, 

Mer, of Fen. 



As you like it, 
ibid. 



Tit, Andron. 
CymheL 

ibid. 



2 Hen, 4< 
ffcnr^ 5 



Vol 


Page 


2 


24 

39 
'43 

243 


6 




7 


392 


I 

7 


164 

202 


2 


141 




26s 




318 


6 


221 


7 


*S5 




274 


.' 


248 
317 



Perfon 



Bene. 
Hero. 

Biron. 



Ulyf. 



Fal 
1 Genu 

Pon 



Orla. 
Pbe. 



Mar. 
Pif, 

Bel. 






Haft. 
Chorus^ 






ing. 

itious Love. 

ind Nature, <i;/V. 

iture. 

ing, Cleopatra^, 

B. 

uty, ^vid. Bull en, 

Anne, 

-item. 

-negleifled. 

- deicribed by 

meo, 

C. 

allenge, the Ce- 
emonial of one. 
bat in the Lifts, 
Ceremony, 
nation, the Ce- 
nonies of one. 

D. 

Qial of Favours, 
diamond- Ring, 

m§^ 



^ryofK Richard 
md Bohngbroke 
:o London* 
iquake. 



V JD £ 


X. 


1 


Play. 
M,A,ab.Not. 
AiPj^eU^Scz, 


Vol 

2 
3 


Page 
8 


Ant.2iXi6. Cleo. 


7 


"7 


Tempefi, 
2 Gent. Ver. 


I 


40 
199 


Rom.zndJuL 


8 


26 


Richard 2, 


4 


6 


ibid. 




'4 


Hen, 8. 


5 


374 


Timon, 
Titus Andro, 
Cymbeline, 
Rom,2indJuL 


6 

7 
8 


137 
218 
290 

22 


Richard 2, 
I Hen, 4. 


4 


73 
•37 



Perfpiu 
Vrf, 
Hek 



Fer. 
Jul. 



3 Gent. 



Flav. 
Mar. 
Poft, 
Mer. 



Tork, 
Hot. 



^wn: 



IN D E X. 



Entry of Coriolanus 


Play. 


Vol 


Page 


Perfoa. 


into Romi after 










Viaory. 


Coriol. 


6 


382 


Bru. 




Jul. Cafar. 


7 


6 


Mur. 


Earth, and its pro- 










duds. 

F. 

pAfhions, of Italy, 
^ Sec. 


R9m.9XiAJuL 


8 


37 


Friar. 










Richard z. 


4 


25 


Tork. 


Faceof aPerfonnear 










Death. 


Hen. 8. 


5 


382 


Pat. 




Tempeft, 


I 


4 


Gpmx. 


Friendihip betwi;st 










two young Ladies. 


Mid/. N. Dr. 




108 


He/. 


Friend. 


Mer. of Ven. 


2 


C136 
4139 


Baf. 
For. 


Fortune, and her Vo- 










taries. 


Timon. 


6 


"3 


Poet. 


Family, ruined by 










profufenefs. 


ibid. 




.56 




G, 

/^Ratitude in an old 
Servant. 










Js you like it. 


2 


285 


Adam. 


Gentle Temper. 

H. 

"LJOrfe, Richard's 
rode by Bolinp- 


Hamlet. 


8 


213 


^ecn. 


















Lrnh. 


Richard 2. 


4 


85 




Hounds, and Hunt- 










ing dcfcribed. 


Mid/. N. Dr. 


I 


121 


The/ Hi f. 


Houle-keeping, rio- 










tous. 


Timon, 


6 


ns 


Flav. 


J/oi;nds , Horfes , 






U.x 




Hunting, 
ifarricane. 


Vtxiui ilndro. 
\Tro.mdCre 


\- 


A\^ 





V^OT 



in OM borifd 



I. 



T N D E 

Pl«y. 



X 



'e£tioii of the 
uUce, 

Bwlofthe Kings 
England and 

id Jefler» 
tony a dull one. 
y df fcribed. 

K. 

VEvily and its; 

re. 

)n), opprefi by 

Jfurper. 

L. 

B, humoroufly 
(bribed. 

(iproves al) oar 
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